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Around Town. 


The General Conference of the Methodist 

Church, just closed at Montreal, and next to the 
Birchall trial the event of the week, saw fit to 
leave unchanged the powers of the Stationing 
committee, and, as Bro. Tait would say, they 
have ‘“‘as much priest-craft to the square inch 
as ever.” The lay brethren have to do the lis. 
tening, at least a portion of it, and not unrea- 
sonably suggest that they should have a voice 
in selecting the “ preaching vessel” to whom 
they must attune their ears. Then, again, 
they have to do the paying, and the old 
rule of paying your money and taking your 
choice, it seems to them, should hold good 
in the matter of preachers as well as neckties. 
At least this is the view of all those who do 
not entertain the ecclesiastical idea that as 
the parsons are the teachers and the laity 
are those who are to be taught, the spiritual 
fathers, regardful of the good rather than the 
choice of the congregations, should send men 
to do the work. In the Catholic church the 
bishops, almost without regard to the prefer- 
ences of the parish will station or remove 
priests. As a matter of fact the Methodist 
church is managed in much the same 
way. When a church has been orgauized or 
built up by a preacher of a special sort 
of ability the congregation naturally prefers 
that kind of a man and their preference 
should have weight. No one becomes more 
dogmatic than do the preach- 
ers, after they have had their 
own way for twenty or.thirty 
years and been toadied to 
and reverenced as if they 
were little tin gods on wheels. 
It is then that they begin to 
think that they know it all, 
and speak of the churches 
they have built, the money 
they have raised and the 
souls they have sayed, with 
an occasional reference to 
God’s blessing in parenthesis, 
as if they had been the great 
moral and spiritual force in 
the whole business. As & 
matter of fact the pious 
laity, never too numerous in 
any locality, are to a much 
greater extent than the 
preacher the beacon light 
which guides the ungodly 
into the fold. If this be true 
of the laity, when a church 
really has a spiritual founda- 
tion and the salvation of sin- 
ners continues to be its 
main object, how much more 
forcible is such an argument 
when a church has degene- 
rated into a “Sunday elub” 
where the sermon and sing- 
ing are separated from each 
other by prayer with one 
number just as much a part 
of the programme as the 
other. It seems to me that 
the Metropolitan church had 
just as much right to eleet 
its pastor as the Granite Club 
has the right to elect a presi- 
dent. The aims of the two 
organizaticns are somewhat 
different, the class of enter- 
tainment is not the same, 
but the social idea dominates 
them both. It is whispered 
that financially the Metro- 
politan church has not been 
very successful under its 
present pastor, and that ef- 
forts have for a year past 
been making to obtain a 
more popular elocutionist for 
its pulpit. In young Mr. Mc- 
Kee they would have had 
this. but there are still some 
members of the Metropolitan 
who cling to the old idea that 
the church is for the worship of God and the 
doing of good, and an agreement was not ar- 
rived at. This is a typical church, and of one 
thing we may be certain, that the members of 
it understand their necessities as well, or bet- 
ter, than they can be understood by a sta- 
tioning committee. 
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The influence of the stationing committee 
has no doubt decreased in the same ratio with 
the spiricuatity of the class meeting. When, 
in the days of fervid piety, the worshippers 
felt themselves inoved by the Spirit from on 
high, they trusted in the guidance of a power 
which seemed to be doing all things well. As 
their numbers increased, and the same | 
Almighty hand cleared the path for 
the astounding progress which the Metho- 
dist Church has made, the most godly men, 
those of the most self-sacrificing and pious | 
lives, were placed on the stationing committee | 
and the work done by them was in harmony | 
with the unceasing effort of the laity. Since | 
the church has become rich and five thousand 
dollar pastorates lie alongside those which can 


pay but five hundred per annum, the brethren | 


have begun to “hustle,” the preachers to get 
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treet West, 


The methods of these two churches are as 
opposite as it is possible for one to conceive, 
yet the results appear So me largely the same. 
They are both dominated by the clergy. In 
one forgiveness of sins is obtained from the 
priest by good works or such works as the 
| priest determines are good; in the other 
emotionalism takes the place of penance, and 
feeling right brings absolution. In both 
instances the devotee may be right, it is barely 


possible in both instances he may be 
wrong. While it seems to me _ possible 
for one man to be contented by 


being told he is forgiven it is easier for another 
to arrive at the same conclusion by working up 
his enthusiasm and singing or praying himself 
into a happy frame of mind. However this 
may be, there is a vast deal of formalism in 
both, a vast deal of faith in church-going, in 
observing forms and feasts, in despising those 
that the clergy despise and voting as the clergy 
advise, and in both there is a cohesiveness 
which makes it extremely unpleasant for those 
who have been anathematized, 
* * 

Some time ago, when the Order of Deacon- 
esses was first suggested, I commented on the 
nearer approach of Methodism to Romanism. 
I am glad to see that in the Conference a large 
number of the brethren took the same view, 
but the general opinion seems to have favored 
the establishment of an order of Methodis: 
nuns. There was sove compunction about 


making them live in a nunnery, take vows for | what a spectacle for gods and men it was when | us glimpses of them when the little plot is 
life and wear a uniform garb, but these were | the Rev. Third Party Sutherland had to arise | unraveling itself or while the scene is filled 


passed over as trifling details and it was | 
suggested that such methods would not have 
to be resorted to, though really I can’t see how 
the scheme will succeed without such regula- 
tions. There was quite a variety of opinion as 
to just what shape the order of deaconesses 
should take. Dr, Stewart felt that they 
were a little late in organizing as many 
of their best young women had gone 
into the Salvation Army. Dr. D. G. Suther- 
land felt that they needed some branch of 
church work where women could labor and 
have the work support them. This was a 
sensible remark. The women have been the 
prop and pillar of the Methodist Church for 
many years; men have been able “ to live on 
the work,” women have not; they certainly 
should have a chance to sit on the treasury 
benches, The Rev. Mr. Stratton  inti- 
mated that women had an ample oppor- 
tunity for work in the women’s Christian 
associations, the W. C. T. U., missionary | 
societies, etc., and he felt impressed ‘‘ that 
this order would have the effect of keeping all 
other women out of church work, who would 


the big pulpite, and the laity to get the big think that the deaconesses should do every- 
preachers, and the sanctity which once enrapt | thing.” Dr. Griffin said that he had a body 
the work of placing the preachers and of | like the one proposed by Mr. Phillips now, 


paying them and of heeding their preaching | 


has more or less disappeared. 


Without intending any disrespect to the 
Methodist Church, I am free to admit that I 
hold it, in this country, as being next to the 
church of Rome, both in metiod and power. 


and young men belonged to it. This made 
the brethren laugh. Taken altogether, the 


; discussion proves that the proxy idea is 


developing. When men folke got tired being 
religious they hired preachers to do their 
religious work for them, and now it seems as 
if even the sisters were beginning to weaken a 
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little and feel as if some one ought to be 
engaged to help them through with their work 
for the Lord. The next movement will be 
to have paid teachers in the Sunday school. 
We cannot expect our young people to devote 
their Sunday afternoon to teaching youngsters 
the way to heaven when good teachers can be 
hired at a reasonable rate. We must beware 
lest this religious business, as a business, be- 
comes so extended and expensive that finally 
people will begin to ask themselves if it is 
religion at all; and,then,if it be not religion at 
all, why should they burden themselves with 
it; and,then, all at once there will be a general 
taking away from the careless hands of those 
who have been holding them, the functions 
which have been left to religio-secular manage- 
ment. 
ee 
Just one more feature of this Conference and 
my duty as critic will be over for the present. 
What a spectacle it was when the Methodist 
preachers were clamoring and raising a holy row 
about a demanded government grant to a Meth- 
odist school. These gentlemen,who were Equal 
Righters when the Catholics were getting a 
grant from the Government, were greedier than 
| the Jesuits themselves when it came toagrant 
for themselves. Wasn’t it frightful to hear 
them shouting at Rev. Dr. Sutherland, the 
leader of the Third Party; forsooth, shouting 
at him beeause he had not been able to mani- 
pulate the Government in proper style. And 
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and threaten to resign because his brethren | 
decided that he had not been sufficiently ener- | 
getic in what ordinary politicians would 
call “pulling the Government’s leg.” 
what they wanted, too, was exactly what 
Equal Righters have been denouncing the 
Quebec government for doing in the} 
Jesuit case—giving public money to a 
religious body. It makes a vast deal of differ- 
ence, brethren, doesn’t it, which way the long 
green bills are going? Purity and righteous- 
ness should be the nation’s guide, so saith the 
Third Party preacher, And yet he was beset 
by his own brethren! Dear! dear! it’s really 
dreadful when we come to scrutinize it! 


* 
* * 


I have before me four letters all from young 


ladies who tell me they intend to compete for 


the prize offerea by SaturRpDAY Nieut for the 
best story. Two of them nave some idea of 
trying for both the “ big-folks’” story and the 
children’s tale, and one tells me in confidence 
that she has verses by her which may possibly 
be in the race for the prize poem. In every 
instance my advice is asked as to certain little 
tricks in story writing and as to what kind of 
story is most likely to succeed. I don’t know 
enough about it to help you much, but what I 
have to offer must be given to all who see fit 
to compete, and if it is of any good it will thus 
assist all those who feel like trying their wings 
for the first time, 
* 

Firstly.—Do you feel that you have a story to 

teil? When looking over MS submitted to me 
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it generally seems as if the writers had ‘‘ taken 
pen in hand” to write something, no matter 
what. I hada little four year old niece who 
took great pride in a story she used to tell her 
smaller relatives, and was wont to boast that 
she could tell it for halfan hour, It ran some- 
thing like this: **Once der wad a man who 
had a hoss she said, and der hoss wad a bid 
hoss she said, and all over and around der hoss 
wad red she said, and der man had der hoss 
she said, and he tud go all over and around so 
she said, and der hoss was red (in conclusion), 
but der hoss went dead she said, and der red 
hoss went dead she said, and dat’s all.” She 
| was always good for the half of an 
evening on that story, and I have 
given all the facts she used. Now 
if anyone feels that he or she _ has 
a story to tell, the first thing is to settle 
whether it is worth telling. If you think you 
have something which has not been told, which, 
were it the property of another and told to 
| you would be interesting or thrilling, give it 
' shape in your mind, and begin. Very likely 
| your first chapter or two or three will be too 
| prolix and you will only be finding your feet in 
— iv. If so make No. 4 your starting 
place and in a few touches you will be able to 
convey all the reader needs to know of your 
characters prior to that point. Do not wake 
your characters up in the morning, follow 
i them to dinner, eat tea with them, guide them 
to bed, sit up with them o’nights, Just give 








with interest. When you have given the 
reader a glimpse of what is to become of them, 
quit: leave the remainder to the imagination. 


And | While everyone likes to be given credit for | written out ; 


some discernment, no one is fond of having it 
wind up “‘and der hoss went dead she said and 
dat’s all.” 


* 
~ 


Follow Carlyle’s advice, *‘ Be sincere and you 
will be original.” Let your heart suggest what 
to you would be the most thrilling story, let 
your imagination run wild in the telling of it, 
let your reason, your taste—noft your fear— 
prune it down and shape the style. Do it all 
by your lonely self till you get it into shape and 
then keep still if you have no one to go to 
whose taste and skill is not better than your 
own, After you have finished your first copy 
take a blue lead pencil and go over and cross 
out every adverb and adjective. Read it over 
twice without them and you will probably 
never put them in again. Beware of fancy 
names; make your characters say nothing 
which you would not say under similar circam- 
stances and you will be sure of one thing at 
least—what you write will not be absurd. 

cz 











* * 

Thank heaven the Birchall case is over. For 
ten days we have had nothing else. I did not 
read it because I felt no interest in it, or in any- 
one concerned, but I suppose with few excep- 
tions the general public looked as eagerly for 


supper. If he were only to be hungon the 
fourteenth of October instead of November we 
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the details of the trial as for breakfast or | 
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would get rid all the more easily of the sicken- 
ing repetition of the Birchall and Benwell 
names. Publicly expressed sympathy for the 
wife of the murderer is of no use to her, While 
everyone feels sorry for her as a woman and 
inclined to condone her offences, yet the fact 
remains that she is a very poor type of woman- 
hood, and were it not for her wifely devotion 
to her miserable husband, but little had been 
found in either of them to excite the com- 
miseration of those who have enjoyed this 
trial as a perfect circus of delight. 


* * 

When one is happy, either at work or sur- 
| rounded by friends, it is difficult to imagine 
the possibilities of meaningless misery there is 
in one’s make-up. I am miserable now, sbjectly 
miserable, and there is no special reason for it 
—there never is a reason for the dreadful 
dumps we get into. The hopeless, acute 
misery which comes from a material and 
| definable cause is an entirely different com- 
plaint. Were I to know what is the matter 
with me | might find it to be indigestion, or a 
disordered liver and proceed to dose myself 
but I simply feel that the financial, social, 
literary, moral and religious heavens are 
darkened, that depressing clouds and murky 
gloom envelope everything, and I’m almost 
sorry I'm alive. It’sa shocking state of mind 





| for @ grown person to b3 in: but we all tall 


into abominable dumps sometimes, and like 
sea-sickness it is such a condition of collapse 
that we haven't spunk enough 
to be ashamed of it and the 
undignified spectacle we pre- 
* sent to mentally healthy spec- 
tators. Indeed, I am always 
as determined to seclude my- 
self from observation when 
I feel this way, as if I were 
likely to need the services of 
the steward and the nasty 
tin bucket, which are apt to 
be part of one’s recollection 
of a voyage. Sea-sickness is 
likely to do one good if not 
too greatly prolonged, and 
this mental or emotional 
nausea is not unlikely to be 
beneficial to healthy natures 
when they recover from the 
disturbance of their balance. 
Even writing this paragraph 
has done me good and set- 
tled the stomach of my imag- 
ination, so to speak. Per- 
haps, as an example of how 
to cure these little troubles 
it may be worth making pub- 
lic. Anything which bothers 
me in a special way or keeps 
fretting me when I want to 
think of something else, I 
take as my text and write 
upon till I feel better. Asa 
rule such screeds go into the 
waste basket but the putting 
of the symptoms into words 
breaks the spell, particularly 
when one reads the silly stuff 
which has been written. If 
you are young and get that 
desolating complaint, love- 
sickness, write down a de- 
scription of the dreadful 
things you sufftr, read it all 
over, hide the damning evi- 
dences of your immaturity, 
and when you feel a little 
better read your mushy va- 
porings and you will be at 
least half cured. Repeat 
this process a few times and 
your agony will be over, but 
be careful not to let the proof 
of your folly fail into the 
hands of anybody who may 
produce it after your re 
covery and repentance, All 
other emotional disorders 
may be cured in the same 
way; simply preserve the 
testimony of your disordered con- 
co be dis- 


written 
dition till you are well enough 
gusted with yourself and it is done. This 
period of convalescence comes as a rule, 
just as soon as you have half your trouble 
in nine cases out of ten 
the writer of his or her own unendurable suf- 
ferings will tear up the paper and call himself 
or herself a simpleton before one page of woe 
is completed. 

Both as to length of days and the possibili- 
ties of achievement life seems a long and 
glorious thing when it is before us, but when 
we look back at it or a considerable section of 
it, how short and unsatisfactory an affair it 
appears. I had a birthday this week and that 
probably accounts for the dumps. Not long 
ago I asked James Beaty sr., once of the 
Leader, who must be between ninety and one 
hundred years of age, how old he was. With 
an odd smile on his wrinkled face, he replied, 
“I’m a widower, you know, and I never tell.” 
I’m not quite so old, but I reckon I’ll follow the 
old journalist’s wisdom and never tell my age. 

e a 

I've no present desire to die and ascertain 

the facts concerning the Beyond, but I really 
i don’t want to live to become a withered 
and decrepit evidence of how useless 
and forgotten very old men become, In the 
choice between exploring the Thither Shore 
and exploiting the possibilities of human for- 
getfulness, callous duty, or the ingratitude so 
often developed by those left in charge of old 
; age, I would prefer embarking with the 

shadowy boatman on the Sourceless River be- 







































































































throat. The bridesmaids, Miss Fraser of To- 
ronto and Miss Wallace of Newtonbrook, were 
attired in heliotrope satin and each carried a 
cluster of roses. The groom was supported by 
Rev. Atwood Percival and Mr. H. M. McCuaig, 
B. A. Among those present were: Rev. G. E. 
and Mrs. Freeman of Deer Park, Mr. and Mrs. 
J. T. Moore of Toronto, Dr. L. G. and Miss 
Langstaff, the Misses Teefy, Mr. and Mrs, 
A. J. Campbell, Mr. F. J. Gallanough of Thorn- 
hill, Mr. W. Wallace of Willowaale, Miss Sadie 
Morgan and Mr. and Mrs, C. Savage of Toronto. 
Mr. and Mrs, Anderson departed on their 
wedding journey to Buffalo attended by the 
earnest good wishes of their assembled friends. 
They will return in a week, and shortly after 
will set out for their new home in Vancouver. 


fore a twenty-five cent announcement states 
that: “ At the age of eighty-five and at the resi- 
dence of his great grandson, Don passed peace- 
fully away, too infirm to say good-bye to the 
hired nurse who closed his dim eyes and folded 
his poor, useless old hands on the shrunken 
flannel of his nightshirt.” 
kind gods lead me off, whether at the moment 
I’m wiliing or not, before my task is finished, 
anil have been paid and discharged and my 
job given tc some one else. 


Br re ee 


Coming down Yonge street a woman with 
three youngsters sat opposite me. She was 
poorly dressed and worried, the youngsters 
were cleanly frocked and the image of their 
The baby—six months old perhaps, 
began to wah-h-h, then to howl and finally to 
Poor thing, how she worked with 
that screeching boy. I know it was a boy, no 
girl would ever bellow like he did. 
watched the thin tired arm as it dandled the 
child I wondered how it could find s‘rength! 
For twenty minutes the fat little screamer 
kept up his lay and the mother never re- 
jaxed her efforts—on behalf of the passen- 
gers I'm sure—to quiet him. 
help watching her baby-arm, 


Mr. and Mrs. W, A. 
the city, after their tour abroad. 


Murray have returned to 


Miss Taylor of Ottawa is the guest of Mrs. 
Arthur Denison of Lake View avenue. 


Mrs. Cawthra and Mr. Cawthra, her son, sail 
this month for a trip around the world. In 
Engiand they will meet Miss Cawthra, who 
has been pursuing her art atudies on the Corn- 


Mrs. Davidson of St. George street welcomed 
a number of ladies to a delightful afternoon tea 
on Friday of last week. Among those present 
were Mrs. Mortimer Clarke, Miss Michie, Miss 
Reene, Miss Parsons, Mrs. Fraser Macdonald, 
Miss Scott and Miss Bessie Macdonald. 
e 


—the other two were but a year or two 
What can life be worth to her? 
What pleasure can she have? It isn’t six years 
since she was in her girlhood, now she is tired, 
awfully tired, and just ready tocry. The little 
red-haired conductor stops a High Park and 
Queen street car and carries the little fellows 
over, while the infant still wah-h-h’s in his 
The bright summer time of her 
life is being spent in having babies as fast as 
nature will permit and in taking care of them 
as far as nature will provide strength. 
someone ought to goand speak to that woman’s 
husband. If he saw herasI did he’d be good 
to her—and ashamed of himself. 
— ro 
The Mystery of the Panelled House, a very 
interesting Romance by Everett Green, 
distinguished Eaglish serial writer) begins in 
Saturpay NiGcuHT next week. It is a copyright 
story and will not be published ia book form. 


A very pretty wedding took place on Monday 
morning last at the Church of the Ascension 
when Miss Mabel Thompson of John street, 
was wedded to Mr. E. Newton May of Reading, 
England. The guests were limited to the 
family and near relatives of the contracting 
parties, with the addition of a few intimate 
friends of the bride. When the bridal proces- 
sion reached the door of the church the organ 
pealed forth a bridal march, and all eyes were 
turned towards the bride as she came down 
the aisle leaning upon the arm of her venerable 
father. The ceremony was performed by Rev. 
H. Grasett Baldwin, rector of the church. The 
bride was attended by four bridesmaids, Miss 
Lillian Thompson, her sister; Miss Frances 
Thompson of Penetanguishene, her cousin ; 
Miss Millard of Burlington, Iowa, and Miss 
Ethel Linton, all of whom were becomingly 
attired in cream serge dresses. They wore red 
toques trimmed with poppies, and carried bou- 
quets of scarlet geraniums. The bride looked 
charming in a costume of pearl grey cloth 
with Gainsborough hat to match. Her bouquet 
was of cream roses. The best man was Mr. 
Frank Southby of Clifton, England. Mr. and 
Mrs. Mey left at two o'clock for New York, 
whence they sailed for England on Wednesday 
morning, via City of Chester, on a six months 
visit to the home of the bridegroom. They in- 
tend returningin the spring to Canada, where 
th»y will in future reside. The popularity of 
the bride is attested by the large number of 
beautiful and valuable presents received by 
At the wharf a large number of friends 
assembled, and as the Chicora steamed out 
slippers followed the 


mother’s arms. 





Social and Personal. 


The races were, of course, the one event of 
last week, though I must say that they are not 
so well attended as the May meet. 
and beauty are not as fully represented in the 
autumn, and perhaps I had the root of the 
matter when a gay society woman said with a 
shiver, *‘ It was too cold.” It was chilly on the 
stand, and cloaks were real comforts. Many 
of those present wore seal mantles, and the 
rich dark fur had a most cosy effect and looked 
striking when it was worn, as it was in many 
cases, with small flower bonnets. 
were scattered, though, anid many of the hats 
The races proved quite 
and I fancy that those who 
neglected to go feel just a little sorry now. 
Among the many who were there I noticed 
Mrs. Meyrick Bankes, Mrs. Cameron, Mr. Tor- 
rance, Mr. ard Mrs. Melfort Boulton, Mr. and 
Mrs. J. K. Kerr, Mr. and Mrs. Cecil Gibson, 
Miss Hodgins, Sir George Baden-Powell, Mr. 
and Miss Wilkie, Hon. Frank Smith, Miss 
Smith, Mrs. Bruce Macdonald, Mr. and Mrs. 
Foy, Miss Rutherford, Mr. and Miss Bickford, 
Mr. Delamere, the Misses Hendrie of Hamil- 
ton, Mr. and Mrs. H. K. Merritt. Mrs. Forsyth- 
Grant, Mrs. Fitzgibbon, Capt. and Mrs. Mc- 
Dougall, Mr. Evans, Miss Taylor of Ottawa, 
Mr. and Mrs. Gus Foy, Miss Vankoughnet, 
Miss Leys, Miss Otter, Mr. Laurie, Major Har- 
rison, Mr. Morrow, Mr. Cronyn, Mr. Michie, 
Capt. Howard of Winnipeg, Mr. Pipon, Mr. 





worn were of felt. 


showers of rice and 


Mr. and Mrs. Charles Lindsey and family 
have returned to Beverley street, having spent 
the summer at their country residence, Button- 
weod, on the Humber. 


Mr. George Lindsey, after spending the sum- 
mer in the Maritime Provinces, reached home 
last Thursday. Mrs. Lindsey, who is in Mont- 
real, will return towards the end of the month. 


Mr. M. Sweetnam, chief postoffice inspector, 
accompanied by his son, Dr. L. M. Sweetnam 
of this city, is making an official visit to Mani- 


Mrs. Langmuir entertained a number of | toba and British Columbia. 


friends at dinner on Thursday evening. The 
dinner-party was given 
daughter-in-law, 
Niagara Falls, Ont., who is at present Mrs, 
Langmuir’s guest, 


Mr. and Mrs. Morton Morse, who have been 
visiting Mrs, Walker and Miss Kennedy, have 
returned to their home in Winnipeg. 


An Orangeville correspondent writes me of a 
pleasant event which took place at the resi- 
dence of Mr, R. T. Haun of that town, on Sep- 
tember 19. The occasion was the initial per- 
formance of a new drama, the Zulu Maid, from 
the pen of Mrs. Haun. 
guests were present. 


Mrs. Yarker of Beverley street gave a small 
dance this week. 


Miss Elsie Armour of Cobourg is the guest of 


Mrs. Bristol! on Huron street. 
. About one hundred 


The play was enthusi- 
astically received and the author was the reci- 
pient of congratulations on all hands. The 
players were Mrs, 
MeMillan, Miss B. Haun, Mr. W. J. L. McKay, 
and Mr. T. Wilson. 


Sir Richard Cariwright has taken rooms at 
the Arlington for the winter. 


Dr. Larratt Smith and family have returned 
to Toronto, and will remain at the Arlington 
for the winter. 


Miss Ward, Miss 


Miss Allan, daughter of the late Sir Hugh 
Allan of Montreal, is in town. 
guest at the Arlington Hotel. 


Miss Milligan of Dovercourt road has been 
visiting in Galt and is now in London, the 
guest of Mrs, Charles Hutchinson. 
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Miss Allan isa 


Mrs, Cameron of Carlton street gave a de- 
lightful dinner on Friday evening of last week. 
Amung those present were: Miss Campbell 
Mrs. Bankes, Miss Langmuir, Miss Hodgins 
Miss Crooks, Mr. Torrance, Mr. T. C, Patteson, 
Mr. Gamble and Mr, Scott. 


It is rumored that a series of assemblies will 
take place during the coming winter under the 
auspices of the officers of the Royal Grenadiers. 
No doubt should the rumor prove true they 
will be largely and fashionably attended, and 
form one of the most enjoyable features of the 


Mrs. Blackstock of Jarvis street had a most 
exciting trip to Woodstock on Monday last, on 
the Globe train, which leaves the city at the 
uncomfortably early hour of 3.50 a.m. 


crowded to its utmost capacity on Thursday 
evening, September 25, the occasion being the 
marriage of one of the most popular com- 
mercial travelers in Western Ontario, Mr, F. 
. Tarner, son of Mr. Charles F, Turner of 
Toronto, to Agnes Blanche Beatrice, eldest 
daughter of Mr. William Mickleborough of St. 
Thomas, The ceremony was performed by Rev. 
Canon Hill, M.A, The church was handsomely 
decorated with flowers. 
Miss Ethel Riche and Miss Lucile Nicol, 
cousins of the bride, 
borough, sister of the bride, and Miss Florence 
Turner, sister of the groom, while Mr. Philip 
Turner, brother of the groom, officiated as 
best man. The party returned from the church 
to Mr. Mickleborough’s residence, where a 
reception was held, after which supper was 
The happy couple left on the 
11.45 train for New York, and on their return 
will take up their residence at 440 Euclid 
avenue, Toronto. 


Miss Wilson of Spadina crescent gave after 
noon tea to a number of friends on Wednesday 


Mrs. Frank Hodgins of Rosedale entertained 
a number of friends at dinner on Friday even- 
ing. Among the guests were Mr. and Mrs. 
Gordon Mackenzie, Mr, and Mrs. Street Mack: 
lem, Mr. and Mrs. Heaton, Mr. and Mrs. Flem- 
ing, Mr. and Mrs. Macdonald, Mr. and Mrs. 
Macklem, Mr. Hodgins, Miss Gussie Hodgins, 
Dr. and Mrs, Walker. ' 


The bridesmaids were 


Miss Milly Mickle- 


Lieut.-Colonel Bremner of Halifax was in the 
city this week. 


An interesting marriage service took place 
on Wednesday, September 24, at Richmond 
Hill, when Miss Alice A. Percival and Mr. 
Anderson of 
wedded. The ceremony was performed by 
Rev. W. W. Percival, father of the bride, 
assisted by Rev. G. E. Freeman, B.A., of Deer 
Park. The bride wore an elegantly-fashioned 
gown of white silk with pearl embroidery. 
Orange blossoms fastened her veil and a dia- 
mond broach, the groom's gift, gleamed at her 





Recognized the Name. 


Elevator Boy (to old Mr, Kentuck, who has 
just arrived at the hotel)—Will you take an 
elevator, sir? 


Old Kentuck (smiling broadly) —Wa-al, I 
I'm feelin’ a little low- 
spirited jes’ at present.—Detroit Free Preas, | seven wickets for 11 runs the courage of des- 


don’t keer ef I do, 





TORONITO SATURDAY NIGHT. 


Ladies’ Cricket. pair began to produce success, The only epi- 
—_—— demic the remaining batters knew of was the 
There was a good deal of heart-beat and ex- | grip—grip on victory. Miss M. Kirkpatrick got 
citement on the Toronto Cricket ground last | in with Miss H. Scott and ran up a valuable 7, 
Tuesday, September 30. Hopes rose and fell | when Miss Kirkpatrick came in, She and H. 
hurriedly. Confidences and certainties were | Scott then made up their minds to stay all day. 
nowhere. Possible triumphs, unexpected | Lots of singles, twos and even threes were 
losses, despair, applause and joy were jumbled | chalked up. H. Scott’s innings has been only 
together wildly—and only one side won. This | equalled by the seige of Jerusalem. All sorts 
was at the return match between the Shanly- | and conditions of bowlers spent themselves 
Bethune combination and the eleven that was | in vain upon her tenacious and aggravating 
captained last year by Miss Moss, This year | defence. While she blocked nearly everythiag 
there were some changes on both sides ; aud in | (managing, however, to add a priceless 13) Miss 
the last-mentioned team new and valuable | Kirkpatrick was hitting out much more freely. 
material had been acquired—and also lost. | These two steadily refused to go over to the 
Ought young ladies to be referred to thus as | majority. H. Scott got a bad clip over one 
‘*material”? Well, if they were immaterial | finger, **Oh,” said some one near by, “I am 
they would be of no use for cricket. The di-| afraid one of her fingers is disabled.” 
aphanous hold-me-or-I’ll-faint young person | ‘Never mind,” said another, ‘‘she has got 
has been relegated to the past—R. J. P.—and | nine more: and she must go on making runs so 
interest now increases in proportion to a girl’s | jong as she has even a thumb left.” 
ability to “get there”—not necessarily with | What a fiendish remark! And how excited- 
both feet but only, if no more be possible, with | ly good humoured! They were ready, these 
the point of the bat—as one did on Tuesday | girls, to go through fire and water. 
when, in danger of being run out, she fell, slid} Then Miss M. Sullivan went in—a wiry slip 
a little, and stretching out her bat at full | of a girl, with fire and a laugh in her eye, with 
length just got it over the white line in time | no more knowledge of cricket than of balloon- 
to hear those blessed words “not out.” All| ing, but with an Irish daring that was going 
right. Pick up the pieces. Go ahead! to swipe cousin Moss for three or perish in the 
There was some inquiry before the game | attempt. And she did, It was simply deli- 
commenced as to what these two elevens called | cious to see the merry confidence with which 
themselves. The Shanly eleven claimed that | she ran out to catch her cousin's bowling on 
that they were now all honorary members of | the fly and wipe it for three—with all the 






















































the Toronto Cricket Club. | precision of one who surely knows neither 
** But T. C. C. does not express your feminin- | failure nor fear. She made a_ spirited 
ity!” seven, irresistibly Irish and wildly unscientific, 
‘“‘Then what's the matter with Toronto | and then skied one to E. Bethune who as usual 
Ladies’ Cricket Club?” did not refuse. Hers was a short existence 





“Everything. There is no club of that name, | at the wicket, but surely she lived every minute 
and life is too short to be calling you ‘the | of it, 
female portion of the Toronto Cricket Club.’” All out for 66—extras 6—total 72. Miss Kirk- 
“Then call us simply the Toronto Cricket | patrick made the large and admirable score of 
Club!” This was accepted, but with doubt. | 23—not out—put together with skill and good 
‘*And what about the others? I cannot call | judgment. Her playing decided the day. 
them ‘The Others,’ It is not acase of Romans| The T.C.C., or T. L.C.C., then went in at 














ané—barbarians.” once. The Misses Moss and Crooks to the bat, 
‘‘Oh, they can call themselves the East- | Moss opened the ball, or very nearly opened it, 
enders.” with a drive to the on for three, then a two, 





‘““Why East-enders? True, some few live | three singles, two 3's, one 4, and so on; playing 
east of Yonge street, but in spite of this | with all her accustomed brilliancy and com- 
fate, have we not all the desirable instincts | plete ease. She carried her hat for 31. Crooks 
of West-enders. Parbleu, think you that we | was run out for 4. Of course when Moss, Q.C.. 
populate the Don Flats? Perish the thought!” | opened out, as above, all hope was over 

So it was left to the scorers to think out a| pour les Anonymes. But as the dangerous 
good name. But although your correspondent | batters of the enemy’s side began to drop 
has in the matter of coaching taken a fatherly | away before the deadly bowling of Wedd 
interest in tuis team he has no desire to usurp | and Bailey then hope demanded a re-incarna- 
the offices of godfather. It is true that by | tion. Miss E. Shanly, caught by E. Scott, re- 
their brilliant success they have, as the say- | tired for 3. Miss E. Bethune cheerfully retired 
ing is, made a great name for themselves;|—to a ball from E. Scott—without having 
still, nobody has yet found out what that name | been scored. Wedd then clean bowled Miss 
is; so, for the purposes on this account only, | M. Bethune, for 1. Miss L. Shanly was also 
and without prejudice, and to save printer's | contented with 1, caught, E. Scott. The score 
ink, let ius call them Les Anonymes. was now 5 wickets for 47 runs. Was therea 

The players could not have been more for-| chance? Miss Moss could easily make the 
tunate as regards the weather. The warm, | necessary 25 off her own bat; but nobody 
soft air seemed to be borrowed from August. | would stay with Moss. Miss Crombie added 3, 
The park trees encircling the broad expanse of | and was bowled by Wedd, 6 for 50. Great 
green sward framed in a pretty scene, and the | Guns! could the rest of the team put up 
frame was not the best part of the picture, as | 22 more? Miss F. Shanly went down almost 
in a good deal of Canadian art. In the frame, | immediately before Wedd. O, ye birds of 
the maple trees, already wrapped by ruthless | the air and little fishes! 7 wickets for 50! 
frost, “‘told of his chill embrace in blushes! Selah! Then Miss A. Bethune bowed her 
fair”—also of the coming coal bill—and, in the , head before Bailey. Where she bowed, there 
middle ground, the lithe fleeting forms of| she went down! Where she went down 
many maidens, like so many Atalantas, keen,| there also did she disappear! ‘‘ Sound 
earnest, with short unruly locks sometimes | the loud timbrel o’er Egypt's dark sea!” Fight 
blowing clear of their piquant cricket caps. | wickets for 50. Then Miss L. Moss joined her 
Ah, yes, the day was perfect and complete. So | sister. What might these two sisters do? Ah! 
was the umpire. Reverend Scott Howard | how horribly well this new one played that 
made no mistakes; and it was pleasant to | ball! She will make the 22 herself. But no!— 
think that over this scene of health, freedom | ha! ha! Yells. Bailey has got her! Great 
and beauty the church could extend its benign | is Bailey—Bailey of the Anonymes. O, ye 
sanction and promptly and infallibly say, | sharks and whales, and other creeping things, 
“not out” whenever Les Anonymes and others | have a good time! Nine wickets down for 50! 
seemed in danger. And then Miss Stennett goes to the bat. A 

La Capitaine Cassels won the toss and went | pause. A couple of anxious balls. But get out 
to the bat. She sent in Miss Low and Miss | of the way! Wecannot see! What is that 
Bailey—both fair players and rare fielders. | masical sound? "Tis the immortal Bailey play- 
Miss Moss trundled a maiden from the north | ing the wooden piano on Stennett’s wickets! 
end, and Miss E. Bethune then commenced at | Aha! Victory! Vive la gloire! Let her go, 
the other. But these batters were nervous. | Gailagher! Les Anonymes have made a name. 
One could see from their play that they were | Revenge, thou art sweet—like unto honey ! 
unmistakably rattled ; and as a consequence | Yes, let every tongue wag throughout Israel. 
Miss Low’s wickets rattled also—as if in echo— | Let us go and ecstatically munch tea and 
horribly—fatally. As she retired, bowled by | drink cake; no, I mean the other way. Never 
Miss E. Bethune, I scored down a great big O— | mind! fetch out the prize bats—one for Miss 
chiefly as an exclamation of regret. Miss E. | Mose and one for Miss Kirkpatrick, Let all 
Scott then joined Bailey, but Bailey would not | the earth have a good time ! 
stay with her, She hit her wicket. Why—oh/ Bu; stay! What about the return match— 
why? Two out—for nothing. Taen Miss | to beplayed inthreedays? There is a thought 
Howard joined E. Scott. “ must give us pause.” Lot us go and consider 

“Now,” said Les Anonymes, confidently, together. Tuomas §S, JARVIs. 
“you will see what muscle can do.” And, in 
good sooth, it did let out finely in a drive for 
two, off Moss. How those first two runs were 
appreciated by the disheartened ones who were 
waiting to goto the bat. And, when E. Scott 
snicked a couple more singles, how they fairly 
shrieked in concert ! 

** Don’t scream like that!” said one, who had 
screamed herself, 

“T will. I've got to. What am I here for 
but to scream? Aha! There’s Lucy again! 
Good hit! Oh, she’s a darling! Run it out! 
Twoonit! Two—two—two!—— Oh, bother! 
Big stupid! why didn’t she run two on it?” 

A moment more, and Miss Howard then 
passed away also—deeply regretted —bowled E, 
Bethune, for 3. La Capitaine now joined E. 
Scott, who secured another single and then 
got secured herself by E. Bethune in a clever 
catch. Miss Wedd took with her the 
last expiring hopes of many maidens. 
Miss Cassels tapped for one and timidly played 
some more balls, but not in her proper form ; 
and then, notwithstanding all the praise she 
got in SarurpAy Niaur last year, she got out, 
actually got out !—stumped E. Bethune. The 
girls said it was maddening to all to get out 
this way. Might there be tears over it? “Zy- 
sterica passio! Down, thou climbing sorrow.” 
Five wickets for 7 runs! Ye gods!—and four 
of them taken by Miss E, Bethune. ‘‘Oughtn’t 
she to be just put into the Birchall swamp? 
Oh, no—hush! there’s her mother. She would 
object.” (I repeat the remarks heard around 
me.) 

Miss E, Cassels took her sister's piace and 
stayed in some time, playing carefully, but only 
scoring 2, when Miss L. Shanly took her wicket, 
So far they had all gone out like smoke. 
Miss Wedd also succumbel to the epidemic, 
technically known as blue funk. But just at 
this point when all were aghast at the idea of 
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Not so Easy as It Looked. 


“I never tried but once to step off a moving 
tramear,” said a lady in conversation with a 
friend. 

* Did you get a fall?” 

“No. I heard my husband say that you 
must jump off in the direction in which the 
car is going, and as it reached the place where 
I wanted to stop I just skipped out as if I 
had been accustomed to it.” 

** Was it as difficult as you supposed?” 

‘‘Tt was ten times harder. I ran a few steps 
and it seemed to me that the whole planet was 
turning round. I sprawled all over to kee 
from falling, and when I struck the footing, 
nearly knocked two men down who were pass- 
ing, in my attempt to preserve an equilibrium, 
As I reeled away I heard one of them exclaim, 
‘It’s a shame to see a woman in such a condi- 
tion on the public streete—she ought to be 
arrested,’ I could not run after him to explain 
matters, but I have never had the slightest 
ambition to jump off a tramcar in motion since, 
Yet it does look so easy when John does it,”— 
Tit-Bits. 
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All the Way Down. 


It is interesting to trace the evolution of 
words and expressions. Cultivated people say 
** How do you do?” 

Those who are less precise say ‘‘ Howdydoo.” 
Z. is me back woods of Feamspirantn they say 

owdy. 

The noble red man of the West says——- 

; ont’ while the cat on the fence says 
“OW 























ED. BEETON 


25 Leader Lane 
HIGH-GRADE WATCH SPECIALIST 



















PARIS KID GLOVE STORE 








NOTICE—Our Millinery and Dressmaki 
Open for the season, and are well stocked 

latest novelties from New York and Paris. Spevial lines in 
Swede and Glace Gioves just received. Dresses and 
Mantles made on the shortest notice. WM. M. STITT & 
CO., 11 and 13 King Street East. 


ONTO ART GALLERY ADJOINS 


of Music. O til 6 p. 
sat Gen i one 
Rooms, supplied Ines, &o. - 
be. reated for Private Balls, Receptions, ‘At Homes, 
may 
Fancy Fairs, &. Afternoons, $20; evenings, $35. 


NORTH GERMAN LLOYD 


MOST PALATIAL 8.8, LINE. 
Fast route to London, Southampton, Havre, Bremen and 
all the continental points. 
Winter Rates Now in Force. 


LAND, Agen 
72 Yonge St., Toronto. 


REOOGNIZED STANDARD BRANDS 


CIGARS 


MUNGO 
CABLE - 
EL PADRE 





MADRE E HIJO 10 & I6c. 


THE BEST VALUE. 
THE SAFEST SMOKE. 
THE MOST RELIABLE. 


The Purest of the Pure, 


NO CHEMICALS. 

NO ARTIFICIAL FLAVORING. 

THE BEST VALUE. 

Miss M. MORRISON 

41 KING STREEt Wrev 

Is now showing a new and choice assortment of 
Russian Nets, Frillings, Laces 
Veilings, etc. 


Special reductions will now be made in Trimmed Mil- 
linery for the balance of the season. 


_ Dressmaking Department under first-class management. 


Seli-4ic stluativu sua seil-praise are nothing com 


with the verdict of the public. The public show by their 


PROF. J. F. DAVIS 
THE TEACHER 


Thanks, dear Public. We shall always strive to merit 


your approval and patronage. 
Juvenile Class (beginners) meet Saturday, 10 a m. 
Ladies (new term) meet Tuesday and Friday, 7.30 p m. 
Gentlemen (new term) meet Monday and Thursday, 


LOVELY NEW ACADEMY 


102 Wilton Avenue, cor. Mutual St. 


HAREM 


(Not the Sultan's) 


CIGARETTES 


YILDIZ 


CIGARETTES 
The Finest Turkish Cigareites 


TRY THEM 








Lost His Bet, 


‘Mr. Billus,” demanded his wife, freezingly, 
“what is the meanin 
your coat collar?” 
torted Mr, Billus, ‘‘that I’m a 
jay of the jayest sort. I'm a chum 
Chumptown. That's what it means, 
“Explain yourself 


“One of the boys at 
the office put that 


my collar not fifteen 
minutes ago and said I didn’t dare to let it stay 
there. I said I did dare to. I said you were a 
woman of tuo much sense to notice such a little 
thing ; I told him you wouldn't even see it. 


took him up, Maria!” an 
took him up!"—Chicago Tribune, 


u would, and I 
Mr. Billus; “I 
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Boudoir Gossip. 


Since the fashion permits women to exhibit 
their entire stock of hair either braided or 
coiled, they naturally are considering how to 
improve the quantity. The result of much 
care is plainly to be seenin the many fine suits 
of hair which are so becoming to young or old 
faces. Many of the women whom I meet daily 
have braided tresses which gleam in. the sun- 
light, and shine in the grayness of dusk. They 
are the weil-brushed locks, Many other women 
wear a bunch of frowzy hair in place of the 
recognized braids, and the gloss of the coiled 
lump reposes peacefully in their lazy little 
elbows. We get nothing without some care 
and thought, and if we would have smooth 
braids, we must brush the hair until it attains 
the desirable look of sleekness. 

* 





The memory of pleasant days does much to 
brighten those which are a little gloomy. Itis 
as though the soul accepted more than enough 
gladness for its present use, and banked the 
surplus for rainy days. 

One sunset that I saw this summer was 
burned into a prominent place in my heart. 

The sun had disappeared behind the wooded 
slope of an island along the north shore of 
Lake Huron, and the crimson shades which 
rested almost upon the tree tops, changed to 
orange, then faded to the faintest amber as 
they reached up towards the blue. Above our 
heads the sky was the pure cerulean of a sum- 
mer evening. From the zenith it paled until 
in softest tones it touched the mellow, golden 
tint, and at the place of their meeting a soft- 
hued green was plainly visible. It melted in 
its lovely pallor, into the tinges above and be- 
low, with a charm which set all the paint-boxes 
of the universe into shadowed background ! 
And We wondered, once seeing it, how it covld 
have escaped our notice before. 

The steamer beat the water with its meas- 
ured stroke, and ironed out a path which 
stretched far behind us. Soon the small rip- 
ples crept towards it, and, leaping upon the 
smooth surface, danced gleefully until the 
whole wide path seemed swinging to the gentle 
time-beat of the wind. 

Over the gambolling waves a long line 
of gulls moved with lazy out-spread wings, 
varying the onward motion by graceful down- 
ward curves to take from the water the food 
flung out for them. The light from the west 
glinted on their wings. It massed itself upcn 
their feathered breasts, and their red dripping 
feet twinkled as the great birds rose to join the 
ever-lengthening line of after-supper guests. 


Too soon the glorious sunset-tints were wiped 
away by the creeping mistofdusk. The waves 
were gray shadows now, the smoke a haze 
against the dulled blue of the sky. The mast 
and ropes joined the other fittings of the 
hurricane deck in a ghostly conclave. Silence 
sat upon our lips, earnest thought reigned in 
our hearts. Then footsteps sounded on the 
sloping saloon-roof. A form dark against the 
shadowy environment of gray, moved towards 
the stern. A voice came to us. It said: 
‘*Aren’t you two cold up here?” Prosaic 
thoughts of wraps took our attention, and we 
descended the unconventional ladder into the 
glare of the long lighted saloon. 


One need never be at a loss for amusement 
at a restaurant, and I found it to-day fi"tom- 
bining mathematics with a piece of pie. It 
wasn’t my pie. In fact restaurant pie seldom 
is mine, for I cling to the pie my mother makes, 
forswearing all imitations. The kind of pie up 
for mastication was custard, and the woman 
was inahurry. She made just thirteen mouth- 
fuls of that generous piece, and I greatiy fear 
that she was taking indigestion with her 
dessert. Thirteen bites at a symptom a bite is 
thirteen dollars if you feel anxious about your 
health and consult an autocrat on symptoms. 

More than this, the habit of taking food too 
hastily is not likely to result in the placing of a 
large amount of stateliness to the credit of the 
hungry or hurried one. An exhibition of that 
kind stays with one, and I can see yellow pie 
and crushed paste running on an endless chain 
to a well-opened mouth, 


‘“* Fashionable boa ruching,” was the explana- 
tion of a box-pleated frill designed for neck 
wear. It was a dainty conceit, and the shop 
window containing it proved very attractive 
one bright morning recently. 

On a slender throat that style of neck dress- 
ing will look well, but as I looked at it, the 
modest little affair swelled out until I beheld a 
semblance to the enormous ruff worn by Queen 
Elizabeth. Affairs may not grow quite so 
serious, and the ruching is very pretty ; but to 
tell the honest truth, I am afraid of it—especi- 
ally when I think of the sway of medici collar. 

* 


Chamois skin is coming into prominence as « 
material for many dainty bits of fancy work. 
It has lately been used with good effect in the 
fashioning of cases for silver. A case for coffee 
spoons is made of a folded strip of the leather. 
lined with quilted satin and finished with cord 
of the same color. Inside there are long, nar- 
row pockets, into which the slender-handled 
little spoons are thrust, while the whole is ele- 
gant, dainty and useful. 


Copper is receiving much favor at present— 
not for collections, of course, but for odd bits 
of bric-a-brac. Night lamps, which consume 
perfumed oil, are finished in copper and silver, 
and even my lady's belt buckle and jeweled 
combs have pickings of the pinkish-tinted 
metal, 


I am in receipt of a bright, chatty letter from 
“ Marguerite,” who sends me a little rose-bud 
gathered in the far west, near the Rocky Moun- 
tains. There is a faint odor yet clinging to it, 
and I fingered the well-dried blossom very 
Sently. Deference should be paid it, for it isa 
brave little blossom, and quite a traveled one, 
by the way. 

Women always cherish little things of this 
kind, and they are put away carefully to grow 
into sweet remembrances of kindness or of joy. 
i fancy that ‘* Marguerite ” has a box or a book 
Some place where pressed flowers and little 
keepsekes Me half forgotten for months at a 
time, but sometimes she bends over them with 
half merry, balf sad eyes and longs for some 
One or some long-past day. Then when girl- 
hood has passed away and she is going to a 
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home of her own, she will finger for the last 
time the heaps of dried, scentless flowers, and 
crumbling them up in nervously-moving fingers, 
toss them into the fire with a sigh for the burial 


service. 
. 


Crowded trains should make people more 
polite. They do not. The crossness increases 
as the crowd is augmented, and crossness is 
not the right name for the infirmity of 
temper, either. A fortnight ago I boarded a 
west-bound train, and was really grieved to 
find that people were standing in the aisles, 
without having any choice in the matter. In 
one double seat three people were chatting 
energetically, while a parcel and a small basket 
with some flowers had the place where a fourth 
person should have been sitting. 

** Would you move those flowers, and allow 
me to have the seat?” I asked. 

‘** Ain’t room for them,” answered the mussy 
woman in the black gown, 

I was surprised; but being also tired and 
somewhat nettled, I went on: ** You can put 
them in the basket,” indicating by an upward 
glance the receptacle provided by the company 
for surplus bundles, 

“*It won’t go in,” she replied. 

The two remarks were untruthful. I had 
paid for a seat if there was one unoccupied; 
they had not, and I meant to have that one, so I 
sat up on the framework and wondered how 
long it would be before an official came through. 
In fact some remarks regarding conductors 
were let drop to an acquaintance who was 
passing through the car. 

I sat quietly, enjoying the novelty of the 
situation, and smiling a bland mental smile. 
Suddenly his lordship in brass buttons entered 
the car from the rear. I turned to beckon him, 
but while I was endeavoring to catch his eye 
over the shoulders and between the heads of 
standing passengers great events were taking 
place near me. When I looked again basket 
and parcel were on the floor, and I was invited 
to sit down. 

“Ah, you have made room; thank you,” I 
said, with an imitation smile, as I descended 
from the arm of the seat and settledfinto the 
vacated place. 

It wasn’t pleasant to sit so near such mean 
people, but I felt as if I were a real martyr to 
the cause of right, and I began to read a maga- 
zine for the sake of appearing perfectly com- 
posed and happy. 

After a time the baby belonging to the gray- 
gowned woman opposite, went to sleep, and 
she put in several miles of wearisome travel- 
ing by ‘‘s’posing” that she had ‘‘to hold this 
young ’un and get all tired out.” 

Iread on. The article could not have been 
interesting, for I can not remember even its 
title. 

When the train whistled for my station, I 
was very glad, and I moved out with inward 
thanksgiving, and took a bit of malicious pleas- 
ure in noting that a fat man, with spectacles, 
sank into my seat before I left the car. 

Perhaps it was very unkind of me, but I felt 
real wicked. 


Are all the women walking roses into their 
cheeks these glorious autumn days? How the 
fresh air from the fields and woods strengthens 
one! The late flowers are waiting for careful 
hands to garnerthem. Golden rod is nodding 
in the hazy atmosphere,the purple wood asters 
are beautifully shaded to faint lavender tints, 
poplars are shedding waxy yellow leaves and 
sprays of the sumach’s foliage are painted red 
and dotted and striped with golden tints. 
Maples are wonderful in the woods this year, 
and a truly beautiful cluster of leaves which I 
gathered had red spots on their fading green 
surface. 

Autumn spoils are so hardy that they repay 
the gathering. In spring one culls a handful 
of the tender early blossoms, and they wither 
almost at a touch and droop their pretty little 
heads to chide us for their early death. The 


strong Autumn flowers are much more lasting, 
and the — rod and flaming leaves will 
flaunt their brilliant colors to cheer the dull- 
ness of chilly rooms, for weeks afar they have 
been gathered in the fields and beneath the 
trees. Cuiip CAREW. 





Envy of Grief. 


The tears strearred from her lovely, coft blue eyes, 
Flushed were her cheeks, and bowed her tlender frame, 
As a great gust of bitter anguish came 

And held her in its grasp; it slowly dies, 

But only as the wind does, soon to rise 

With greater fury, fanning all the flame 

Of her wild sorrow, till she could not tame 

The fire that raged within her. I, grown wise, 


And old and weary, heard her sobbing sore, 

And watched her with compassion where she sat. 

Then came a sudden envy, as this truth 

Flashed through my heart, that pitied her no more,— 

Only the very young can grieve like that, 

And I would take her sorrow with her youth. 
—Lippinecott’s Magazine. 





The favorite plant for table and parlor decorations. Fine 
health plants from $1.00 . ne high for $2.50. 
ving av stock of Palma, we are able 
to sell them at a much cheaper rate than ever before of- 
tered in Toronto. Also 
che Rae, and all other seasonable flowers always 
Bouquets and Wedding Decorations 
a le Tributes of all kinds made on short 


"“g, TIDY & SON, 164 Yonge Street. 
Conservatories and Greenhouses—477 and 490 Ontario 
Street, Toronto, 


Artistic Millinery 
THE FRENCH MILLINERY EMPORIUM 


63 King St. West 
(let Floor—opp. Mai) Office) 
wolnee @ full commtaanl, ot Autumn and 


MRS. A. BLACK, w 





FINE STATIONERY 


Isn’t it rather a queer idea for a 
first-class jewelry house to carry a 
line of stationery you ask? If by 
‘queer idea” you mean a “ new idea,” 
we say YES so far as Canada is con- 
cerned. WE have, we believe, the 
credit of being the pioneers of the 
movement. 

So far as AMERICA is concerned, 
however, it is by no means a new 
ides, but quite an old one; in fact it 
is the exception to find a live, first- 
class jeweler on the other side who 
doesn’t keep it Amongst the promi- 
nent houses making a specialty of it 





you find 
BAG Co.cc sects cceccvess New York 
Black, Starr & Frost............ New York 
Bailey, Banks & Biddle...... Philadelphia 
Shrieve & Low ......-...cceeeeeees Boston 
Jaccard Jewelry Co..... St. Lou's 
Gault Bros.............. .. Washington 
Wright, Kay & Co................. Detroit 
M. H. Smith & Co................. Detroit 


and hosts of others whose names we 
could give you To this list we are 
adding the name or Ryrie Bros., 
Toronto. 

In doing so, however, we confine 
ourselves to the FINEST LINES 
ONLY, because we have neither the 
room nor inclination to carry the 
cheaper lines. You can get THEM 
anywhere. We show you qualities 
you can get NOWHERE in the city, 
renging in price from 16c. to 40c. 
per quire. This cepartment also in- 
cludes the engraving of Wedding In- 
vitations, Recepticn, Oinner ard Call- 
ling Cards, Monograms and Crests 
in the most artisttc styles. 


See our samples and get estimates. 


RYRIE BROos. 


JEWELERS 
Cor. Yonge and Adela‘de Sts 


L Abies. BE SURE AND SEE THE 
display of 


DRESS PLAITINGS 
This week in the window at 427 Yonge Street 


MISS STACKHOUSE 
Miss SULLIVAN 
Late of W. A. Murray & Co. 
Artistic Dressmaking 
76 COLLEGE STREET 
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ARE DIAMONDS VALUABLE ? 





WE ANSWER YES! 


And furthermore offer positive proof to that effect. Re- 
—. reader, if you buy diamonds from us you can get 
thin 


15 PER Ce NT. IN CASH 


any time you wish to surrender them within a year. Every 
stone sold by us has a 


CASH SURRENDER VALUE 


DAVIS BROS’. 
ONE PRICE JEWELRY STORE 


1380 Yonge Street 


ohms sine 


STOCK COMPLETE 


Elegant Dress Materials and Patterns, 
Plaids and Tweeds. Call early and see 
our splendid assortment. 

Jackets, Mantles and Ulsters — Chil- 
dren’s, Misses’ and Ladies’. 

ALL DELIVERED 


212 YONGE STREET 
THE NARRAGANS+ T 
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HOME EXERCISER 
(shown in above illustration) is the most perfect apparatus 


ever devised for indoor exercise. It is potently noiseless, 
no oil or lubrication of any kind is required, it occupies 
only a few inches of floor room, and can be instantly ad- 
justed to suit the strength of anyone. It can beset up 
anywhere ready for use in a few minutes, with the aid only 
of a screw-driver. 


specially valuable for the use of ladies and chilcren. 

and eee it or send for price list and descriptive catalogue to 

ee =. ALLAN, 35 King st. West, Toronto, Agent for 
ntario. 


CURLINE 
DORENWEND'S 


new for Curling, Crimping and 
font ioe Ma eit prove iteclt Tavebeabie 
to every 5 
Guaranteed Free of All Harm- 
ful Properties 
Price 50 Cente 


All druggists will shortly have it for 
sale ; meanwhile only to be had from 


A. DORENWEND 
Paris Hair Works, 

108 and 105 Yonge Street 

DANCING SELF TAUGHT 


the eo the coming season. No person in society 
orase " 
should be without it. Free with our elegant Ii). paper, 


mos., 250. 
A. W. RINNEY, Yarmeuth, N. 5, 
















HARRIS & CO. 


99 YONGE STREET 


MANUFACTURERS OF 


FINE FURS 


We have now a complete stock of Fur Goods for the 
coming Winter's trade. 


SPECIAL REDUCTIONS 


Made upon all Furs purchased or ordered 
during August and September 


SEALSKIN GARMENTS A SPECIALTY 
Fur Lined Circulars 


And all the Latest Novelties in 


Seal, Beaver, Persian and Astrachan Fur 
Capes and Muffs of all kinds 


FANCY FUR RUGS 


Sole Agents for Edward Miller’s New York Hats— 
Styles Correct. Battersbys & Woodson London Hats, 


— e take the lead. ‘“‘Send for our new Illustrated 
: Catalogue—just issued.” 
JAMES HARRIS & Co. 
99 Yonge Street, Toronto 


MEXICAN ART POTTERY 


The pottery made at GUADALAJARA is more wide’ 
known than any other of Mexican manufacture. It 
made of a peculiar kind of clay not found in any other part 
of the country, snd water kept in it cools by the ev: 
tion from the surface of that which passes through the 
sides of the vessel—an item of importance where ice cannot 
be had. From this circumstance the natives stfer to it as 
la loza fria de Guadalajara—‘‘ the cold pottery of Guadala- 
jara.” The people who make it are true descendants of the 
Aztecs, and may really be called a race of potters. This 

tery is soft baked, without glaze, but highly polished. 


JAMES 
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Some corsets 
are never easy, 
there is al- 
ways astiftness 
about them and 
the period of 
breaking them 








in has no e d. What a relief | insiver, gaia and bright colors. j have just’ ned 
a ugs, 


assortment of this ware in Bottles, Cups, P 
id. 


it is then, that there is at least | “Another package of BELLEEK to hand. 

one corset that is absolutely | WEDDING GIFTS A SPECIALTY 

faultless, that fits perfectly, — 

that needs only a trial to con- WILLIAM JUNOR 

vince the most skeptical of its | Telephone 2177 

wonderrel mer. Why not) See % Wet - ~- Torente, Ont. 

try it? It is surely worth c M 

while, for the money is re- PERFUME Ss 

turned if you are not satisfied, | pins. atkinson’s 

hence you run no risk. Colgate’s, Ricksecker’s 

easieudiaiaiiant cei a Gosnell’s ; 

ver’s, Rimmel’s 


Cc RO M PTON CO RS ET CO. And other noted makers, in ONE, TWO and FOUR ounce 


<i=arneteniemataianeener cities a ve B owes se Gaia on ae ODORS in bulk, 
hh n. ARaencn 6h ch Un he ao aE | which wesdia i an ounce. 

ARMAND’S HAIR STORE 

407 YONGE STREET 407 


Norm—These goods can be diluted to make a cheaper 
article, but we prefer to supply our customers with a good 
perfume and let them do their own diluting if they wish. 
Latest styles of Frontpieces and back 
Coiffeurs, ready-made or made to order. 
Specialty of Long Hair Switches for 


Sees J. A. McARTHUR 


Ladies’ Hair-dressi for Balls, aa 
Gecen, Caneastn etc. Lad es” ‘Hair Cut. DRU Ist 
ting, Singeing and Shampoocing. 230 Yonge Street - opp. Shuter Street 


dried by ee . ones 
Large Stock of Novelties in Hair Orna- TH E GE 0. W. SHAVER 
TEA STORE 


ments. 
A fine cup of tea cannot be over-estimated. With fifteen 


5; Agency de la Maison Ladvocat Parquet 
de Paris Face Powders, Creams and other Toilettee Pre- 
years’ experience in testing and tasting teas we can guar- 
antee our 


—, Extrait de Noix, the perfection of all hair 
yes, . 
FINE OOLONG BLEND 


as strictly first-class. Our Assam Blend is also a great 
favorite with a large number of our customers. 


GEO. W. SHAVER CO., Ltd. 


244 Yonge Street, Toronto 
Telephone 1850. 


"THE BEST PLACE IN THE CITY IS 
CUNNINGHAM’S JEWELRY STORE 
For Manufacturing New Designs in 
Jewelry, Diamonds and Watches 


77 Yonge St., 2 Doors North of King 








Modene for removing superfluous hair, like magic, 
without the slightest injury to the most delicate skin. 
Particulars sent by request. 


TRANCLE ARMAND 


Coiffeur-Perfumeur de Paris 
407 Yonge Street 407, Toronto, Ont. 


MISS BURNETT 
Freneh Millinery 





117 Yonge Street 





(RAST SIDE) 
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Mantles 


For fall and winter is one of the principal features of our busi- 
ness, and this season’s assortment is well worth the inspection of 
everyone who wishes to keep posted on the very latest styles in 
Coats, Wraps, Jaekets and Ulsters. We invite the attention of 
Ladies to our Children’s Department, well stocked with the best 
that can be imported in Jackets, Cloaks and Ulsters, not only 
stylish but durable, and at very moderate prices. 


In Dress Goods 


We invite your special attention to the new importations 
just opened out, comprising Rough Serge Twills, Chevoit 
Tweed Suitings in plain and marl effects, Scotch Plaids 
and all-wool plaid effects, these being some of the very 
latest London and Paris novelties for street costumes. 


Dress and Mantle Making our Specialty. Every garment 
guaranteed 


H. S. MORISON & CO. 


The Leading Mantle and ‘yress House 
216 and 218 Yonge Street, Toronto 
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TORONIO SATURDAY NIGHI 





SECOND HALF OF 


A NEER-DO-WEEL 





rester’s belongings and collecting the Fraulein’s 
painting materia 

They all turned in the direction of the town 
before more was said ; but the cavalcade moved 
along rather heavily—something seemed to 
have dispelled the serenity of the afternoon 
and checked the usual flow of lively conversa- 


A TWO-PART STORY. 


It was very mild wit; but Dick Redmond | her friend Mr. Redmond supplementing her | tion. Amy Forrester walked along silently at 


thought it charming, and the words were 80 
innocently spoken that they repressed his ten- 
dency to indulge in satirical ob-ervation on the 
company without ss him feel that he was 
tting with the prettiest 

irl in the place, and he had been twenty-four 
oars in Bidwiesen without speaking toa soul, | 


snubved. He was cha 


efforts. the side of her brother's chair; the earth was 

Whatever Dick Redmond’s faults were, he } all rosy and golden ; she wanted no more words 
was very tender and considerate with this poor | or assurances just yet—only time—a blissful 
proken-down creature who had all the weak- | night leading to a more exquisite to-morrow— 
nesses of both sexes. He was a man of the | in which to realiz> the happiness that was hers. 
world, and soon guessed at Forrester’s history, Just at the end of the forest walk weie a 
the failure of his m#litary career, and the | rustic gate and turnstile which marked the 








-ducal 
Dresden lieutenant, over whose | reason of it ; but he never touched upon topics | boundary of the once-enclosed grand 

he hed aumahiod in the billiard-room of | which could in any way annoy the sick man— | forest. As the party drew near to it, a — 
the “ 7'rois Rois,” and who was now glaring at | never quoted his own exploits, or threw into | of people approaching from the ppos side 


him with illdisguised jealousy from the | bold relief either by accident or design the | stood face to face w 


opposite table. 


**Do you know that fellow?” asked Dick | those of the captain. Indeed he seldom spoke | the 
Redmond, as thestare of the hapless lieutenant | of himself and his affairs—which was a special 


began to tell upon him. 


“1?” returned the girl quickly. ‘‘Oh, no—I | peevish Captain Forrester. 
know no one but Miss von Mahlstock! I am 
out for a holiday to day, and I have been intro- | lish traveler who had been in the army—a 
duced to all these ladies; but I do not know | cachet of respectability among all foreigners. 


any gentlemen.” 
* Except me,” ventured the bold young map 


but he spoke in such a quiet matter-ot-fact way | papers and knew a good cigar, could talk well 


h them, only eo ne 
i d | intervening. A young man in a gray su e 
difference between his own circumstances an n 4 risks open ie chs bask duels Gok 
the ladies; then, as he caught sight of Red- 
recommendation in the eyes of the egotistical | mond, he exclaimed, in a loud, unmistakable 


tone : 
** You villain!” 
They were all so close together. the country 
was so quiet, there could be no possible 
George Forrester was content to accept his — or Eo — A ,5 a apa nro 
; a h - ntleman who was a 
3} society because Dick brought him the news ek ecwanl autékty and put-his hand upes 






The Fraulein knew him asa well-to-do E.g- 


that Amy could not guess how delighted he | and listen courteously—especially if Amy | his son's arm. 


was to hear such an ingenuous confession. | listened too—made up a rubber at whist, and 
** Are you at school then—surely not !—or in a | did not “‘ bore a fellow!” 
kept so strictly! No 


convent, that you are 


** Be quiet, Arthur!” he said, ‘‘Go on—it is 
nobody that we know;” and, gathering his 
Amy and Dick were a short distance away | flock about him, two or three daughters and 





wonder that youth in the big boots is looking | from the others, chatting in a strain which was children, ‘‘a Oy ag em British family,” he 


such daggers at me! He would give the pair | pretty to the young Englishman, but which the | looked Dick full 
of them,I dare say, though they seem to be 
the pride of his heart, to be in my shoes instead | —which she had no idea of when she first met 


at this minute!” 


He laughed again in such a pleasant manner | now as easily an 


the face and passed on, with 
girl had learned only within the past fortnight | his restraining hand within the young man’s 
arm, 

The Forresters’ party stood as if transfixed. 
A dead silence ensued, which was at last 





him at the coffee pe She could talk to him 
confidingly as to her brother 


that Amy was ee to laugli too, though she | —far more so; for Mr. Redmond was always | broken by Redmond’s exclaiming defiantly— 


scarcely underst 
Meanwhile Fraulein von Mahlstock 


come, 


is cup of coffse or arrived at any definite con 


clusion about his companion, save that she was | beauty, sw 
the loveliest girl he had ever met. The last 
farewell compliment had been paid, the last | his hat. 

- “*Do you think it is for the pleasure of culti- 
erty to sit down, crimson and breathless, be- | vating my bows that he so persistently finds | of a bad 


curtesy executed, and the Fraulein was at lib 


side the English couple. 
** Ah, senbenn, what an escape!” she cried 


what he was saying, and | attentive, interested, courteous, in a manner 
had a vague feeling that George would be sure | quite unknown to George Forrester and quite 
to disapprove of this new acquaintance, who | new to his simple sister. It was this manner 
seemed so easy and merry and sure of his wel- | of his that meant so much and yet so little 
» | which made him a favorite with all women, 
seeing that her birthday party was hopelessly | though some men sneered at it. 
broken up, was gracefully taking leave of her 
ests before Mr. Redmond had half finished |! Redmond was saying, as the cavalry officer who 
- | cherished a hopeless passion for the English | of cutting me as they do. 


*‘ Those are the Hornbys! Ido know them ; 
and you heard what they said about knowing 
me. I have played at being respectable for the 

ast fortnight; and now the game is up, and 
7 as well take myself off! They will tell 
you all about me to-morrow; and you will be 
lad enough that I am gone, and that you 
fave not been put to the unpleasant necessity 
Bat, when you 
red past the little encampment. | have listened to their respectable ideas fora 
, and Redmond carelessly raised | little while, —— ypu may understand why 
= I am such a wretched outcast! Good-bye! 

He was a bad man making a very bad defence 
ition; and yet, as he stood there 
out where we are and prances past us every | bidding farewell, as it seemed, to friendship, 












“Here comes your lieutenant, Miss Amy!” 


He salu 


;| afternoon? I wish you would allow me to in- | esteem, and love, he saw for one moment a 
and then, seeing that they both looked at her | troduce him to you; I should feel so much 
inquiringly and were quite unaware of the or-| safer myself were the introduction once 


impse of the happiness that might have been 
fic and knew that in playing with Amy For- 


deal through which she haa passed, she began | effected; for I can’t help feeling that some | rester’s heart he had broken his own. Then he 
to shake oihen internal laughter peculiar to | day, urged on by his confidant in the green | turned away and strode towards Badwiesen, 
her, and laid her hand upon the young man’s | uniform and spectacles and emboldened by | and the friends of a fortnight saw him no 
arm. ‘‘ Wretch,” she exclaimed, while her | schnapps, he will want to - my nose or run | more. 


sharp little eyes gleamed with fun, ‘‘in what | me through, and there wi 
language shall I find words bad enough for} ‘one gentleman you know’ in Badwiesen, 
you! You have cost me, in this oneafternoon, | without leaving a properly presented suc- 
all the character for propriety of conduct which | cessor!” 

I have been building up for many years! Why 


be an end of the 






“They are horrible bores!” groaned George 
Forrester to his sister, as she walked patiently 
beside his chair after an extremely disagreeable 
‘I'm afraid George would not countenance | explanatory visit from the Hornbys. ‘I don't 


do you come thus, with your sang frvid, to} the lieutenant; he might turn out a bore| care whether the fellow forged or cheated at 


flutter my dove cote of youth and a Can | eventually,” replied Amy, laughing. 
unger- 

stein or of the Bentheim, after beguiling these 
innocents to a coffee-party at which intruded 
And in the 
full view of the whole town tco! Was it for | us, 


I ever face again the mammas of the 


an Englishman unannounced: 


: ‘But | cards, or swindled them all round ; he behaved 
you need not feel afraid of having no successor | all right tome! And, upon my word, I don’t 
when you leave Badwiesen. Poor George had | think anything in the world is so immoral as 
a letter this morning from an aunt of ours who | boring other people! As for Redmond’s n.arry- 
is very kind and wants to make friends with | ing their niece and then deserting her, I declare 

me relatives of hers are coming here | I can find it in my heart to excuse him if she 





this that I doctored you at Cairo—that you | almost directly ; and she wrote that she hoped | was anything like her uncle and aunt! He was 


should turn up again unexpectedly and bring | we would see them and be sociable together. 


m3 to shame?” 


uaintance here, and I wish to good- 


only an 
ornbys had never come near the 


Fancy our being sociable with a strange Eng- | ness the 





“I'm sure I did no one any harm,” answered | lish family fresh from home! George has been | place to disturb us all and worry me to death!” 


Redmond : ‘‘ but I thought you weren't over- | inastate of nervous anxiety ever since, and 

pleased to see me again, which I attributed to | every leaf that rustles he thinks is theapproach | a 
the natural objection one would have to meet- | of the sociable English family.” 
ing 4 man whose life one had saved for fear he 
should want to borrow money or have some- 
thing more done for him. She did save my 
life once”—turning to Amy—“‘in Ezypt. We 
ile, and I had an attack of 
fever, and was very near leaving my bones in 
the Great Pyramid or some other honorable 
sepulchre, when down upon me swooped Miss 
von Mahlstock, with a medicine chest under 


were all up the 


one arm and a dictionary under the other. 


And out of one she mixed me some awful doses 


of quinine, and with the aid of the other she 
buliied the Egyptian boatmen, until she got us 
all round again in no time. And here I have 
been racing about from one place to another 
ever since, trying to find and thank her; for 
she disappeared from Shepherd's Hotel one 
day before I had half expressed my gratitude 
for all her kindness ; and, when we meet again, 
she tries to cut me because she is sitting down 
to coffee in the society of Silesian countesses!” 

Amy hardly knew if he was in earnest or 
not; but Fraulein von Mahlstock did not 
appear to be annoyed. The conversation be- 
tween them was something quite strange to 
the girl. She sat back and listened with 
interest while her companions talked well and 
gaily of places they had seen and people they 
had met; and the Kurgarten slowly emptied, 
for the concert was over, and all the coffee and 
Bavarian beer finished for that afternoon. 
Amy sprang to her feet quite startled as the 
church clock began to strike seven. Was it 
possible that she had left George for three 
whole hours, and during the last of them had 
not thought even once of him? 

The Fraulein rose too. She was cooler now 
and less fatigued, and was beginning to look 
upon the esclandre of the afternoon as a good 
joke against her countrywomen and their pre- 
judices which wou!d serve with a little exag- 
geration as a capital story for the delectation 
of Captain Forrester. 

**Are you going to dine at the hotel, or are 
you coming to supper at my lodgings?” she 
asked of Redmonad, as they walked together 
towards the Villa Rosalie. 

Dick Redmond decided upon supper at the 


villa, though some disappoint:.ent was visible | 


on his handsome face woen Amy Forrester dis- 


lein’; stairs without expressing any dismay at | 
the younger lady’s departure, and spent a very 

pleasant evening with his old fellow-traveler, | 
who was much better company than many 

prettier and younger women, and could roll a | 
cigarette and mix a mayonnaise sauce, and 

perform many other agreeable little offices | 
worth far mere than all the airs and graces of 
beauty to any man over thirty. Dick Redmond | 
was only thirty-three, despite the gray hair | 
at his temples, and, though he had a great | 
admiration for beauty, he was also alive to the 
advantage of conciliating a useful and pleasant 
friend like Fraulein von Mahistock, who was 
not too old to be insensible to his flattering 
speeches and to enjoy the monopolizing of a | 
good-looking Englishman. He spent a very | 
pleasant time smoking on her balcony, and | 
departed at ten o'clock after kissing her hand 

and planniog an early meeting on the morrow, | 
B+st of all, he had learned all he wished to 

know about Amy Forrester; and mingled with | 
the fervent hopes which he expressed of seeing | 
@ great deal of his bright little hostess were 
some very strong mental resolutions concern. 
ing the cultivation of his acquaintance with 
her nei~hbor downstairs. 


It was a fortnight later. The afternoon sun 
was so fierce that the garden concerts had be- | 
come unbearable ; but out in the beech woods 
which fringed Badwiesen on either side exist- 
ence was delightful. There was thick dry 
moss to lie upon, and a lacework of delicate 
green boughs to soften the glare of the cloud- 
less sky. The business of fire, its difficulties 
and obligations, seemed a very long way off to | 
Dick Reamond as he lay at full length on the 
turf and gazed lazily at Amy Forrester, sitting 
a little below him, They were not alone; for 
Captain Forrester’s chair was drawn up on the 
edge of the path, Fraulein von Mahlstock and 





servant was dozing a little farther on. This 
was the way in which they had spent many 
afternoons lately. George Forrester had been 
roused from his habitual selfishness by the 
com panionshi 


| you take me for your friend—your only friend, 
appeared into her own domain on the ground- | 


floor, after thanking her hostess with almost | 
cnildlike gratitude for her pleasant afternoon | 
at d siving the stranger her hand for a moment 
ai p rting. However, he climbed up the Frau- | 


| —-she almost oblivious of what was going on 


| as she’s awfully fond of me, there can’t be any | which he has to deal later in the day, and saps 


| thing and get over it?” 


They are sure to look us up, the old lad Says; 

so there will be no escape. Why, 

her easel were c!ose by, and the Captain's qos fone oy over-p'eased at the thought of | dorsing notes. 
seein em!” 


posure, 
“I don’t know,” he replied slowly. “ They 


of the clever little lady ,who | aren't the same people, I dare ; it gerous, 
had set herself the task of breaking dowh his | common name. ‘Ane you conde te ateet =e fal oie thie ais o cheed Gk 
morbid fancies, the hearty manly influence of ' wards?”—and he began putting together For- 


Amy did not answer. The heat had t: ied her 
deal; and Fraulein von Mahlstock took 
an early opportunity of advising her brother to 
‘““Confound them!” ex:laimed Redmond. | move on to Switzerland—which, being the op- 
““ What do they want? You had better give | posite route to that pursued by the Hornby 
them the cold shoulder at once, or you will b2 | family, he was quite ready to do. 
swamped by a cataract of tourist people, and Many years afterwards, when Amy Forrester 
we shall never have any more good times to- | had long been married to the doctor whc had 
gether again—unless”—moving a little nearer | so indefatigably striven to prolong George 
to her and looking up into her face persuasively | Forrester's life, her husband came in late one 
—‘‘you are begiuning to get tired of all this— | evening from the hospital at which, in spite of 
| to look forward to a fresh shuffle of the cards— | his fashionable practice, he stil] attended. 
to a new friend who, as you said just now, is * Here is something curious,” he said, tur - 
to be my successor ?” ing over a small object in his hand. “ That 
Amy was not experienced in such talk, and | poor fellow I told you about—the man in the 
| it made her heart beat fast and her hands | accident ward—died just now. I was witb him 
| grow cold; but she replied to the chalienge | at the last. He was lying quite quiet when I 
gallantly: , first went in; but in a few minutes he looked 
“I thought we were talking of ‘acquaint- | up at’me and said, ‘Thank you, doctor! 1 
ances, Mr. Redmond,” she said, in her most | sha’n’t trouble you much longer now.’ Then 
dignified manner, looking gravely at him with | he put out his hand with something in it, and, 
serious eyes which would not respond to the | looking up into my tace with a queer smile 
gleam of mischief in his own. said, ‘Are you married? Have you a go 
It was a futile attempt at strategy ; for Dick | wife?’ Weil, I could hardly help laughing a 
Redmond had intentionally set himself to win | little—it was such an unexpected question; 
this girl’s love, and he did not need words to | but he was in earnest, for he put this little 
| tell him that he had succeeded. Now, how- | locket into my hand, and added, ‘Give her this. 
ever, he was growing dainty over this love- | It is all I have; and I don’t want any one else 
| feast which he had so long enjoyed all to him- | to take it away when I am gone. A good 
self, and would not be content without the | woman gave it to me long ago.’ They were his 
spoken assurance which he had wrung so often | last words. He did not seem to want anything 
| from the lips of luckless maidens whom he had | more, and went off in a half-doze about an hour 
beguiled. Those pretty lips so firmly com- | afterwards. Here is the legacy you have ac-: 
pressed, so determined to show nothing of the | quired by being a good wife. 
tumult within, imparted additional piquancy He laid the locket—a little silver heart—in 
| tothe task. The girl was so proud,so innocent | his wife’s hand; and, as she looked at it, the 
of all the world’s ways, and so delightfully con- | walls of the room seemed to melt away, and 
fiding that Dick mond felt that, if he de- | she was once again a girl ina green beech- 
| clined the opportunity Fate had given him of | forest full of summer sounds and sunshine, and 
making serious love to her, he should regret it | ‘‘ her only friend” was bending his head to kiss 
for the rest of his life. With the easy assur- | her hands. For the little silver locket was the 
| ance of utter selfishness, he took it for granted | same that Amy Forrester had given Dick Red 
that the pastime would be equally pleasant for | mond when she gave him her first love on that 
| Amy ; so his strong brown hand, after a mo- | June afternoon long, long ago. 
ment’s hesitation, slid over Miss Forrester’s 
| cold little fingers, and, sitting upright so as to 
interpose his broad shoulders between the girl 
and the roadside group, he vent down his head 
and kissed them softly. 
| ‘*Must I remain an acquaintance,” he whis- 
| pered, holding them tightly and feeling a thrill 
of delight as they shook in his grasp, *‘ or will 




































Carnegie’s Three Don'ts. 


You are about to start in life, writes Andrew 
Carnegie in the Youth's Companion, and it is 
well that young men should begin at the begin- 
ning and occupy the most subordinate posi- 
tions. Many of the leading business men of 
Pittsburgh had a serious responsibility thrust 
upon them at the very threshold of their 
career. Tney were introduced to the broom, 
and spent the first bours of their business lives 
sweeping out the office. 

I was a sweeper myself, and who do yéu sup- 
pose were my fellow sweepers? David Mc- 
Cargo, now superintendent of the Alleghany 
Valley Railroad ; Robert Pitcairn, superinten- 
dent of the Pennsylvania Railroad, and Mr. 
Moreland, city attoraey of Pittsburg. 

Begin at the beginning, but aim high. I 
would not give a fig for the young man who 
does not already see himself the partner or the 
head of an important firm. 

Toere are three dangers in your path: the 
first is the drinking of liquor, the second is 
speculation, and the third is ‘ endorsing.” 

When I was atelegraph operator in Pitts- 
burgh I knew all the men who speculated. 
They were not our citizens of first repute; they 
were regarded with suspicion. I have lived 
to see all of them ruined—bankrupt in money 
and bankrupt in character. There is scarcely 
an instance of a man who has made a fortune 
by speculation and kept it. 

The man who oye the morning papers to 
see how his speculative ventures are likely to 
result unfits himself for the calm consideration 
and proper solutions of business problems with 
























mind? For no second place will satisfy me, 
bien-aimee !” 

“Ah, hush! Why do = say that?” she 
answered. ‘‘Surely you know I have no ore 
in all the world but you!” 


** Amy—Redmond,” called George Forrester 
a little later, ‘‘are you both asleep up there? 
Come down, will you? These must be the con- 
founded English family aunt Carlton wrote 
about—here in the new strangers’ list at your 
hotel, Redmond! ‘General and Mrs. Hornby, 
the Misses Hornby, Mr. Arthur Hornby.’ Can't 
you see them all—a regulation British family, 
with a governess for the young ladies and a 
maid for mamma? Hallo, Redmond—I be 
your pardon! Are they friends of yours? f 
didn’t know; of course that makes all the 
difference |” 

At a ee Forrester’s first call Amy and 
Dick Redmond had risen and joined the others 


around, he a little sorry and a little glad at the 
interruption. 

‘*She is the very sweetest girl in all the 
world,” he said to himself, forgetting how 
many sweetest girls his world had held before 
from time to time, *“‘and I declare I would 
marry her to-morrow if it were possible! And, 


harm in saying I am awfully fond of her, | the sources of that persiscent and concentrated 
though it must all come to an end sooner or energy upon which depend the permanent suc- 
later—and all girls go through this sort of | cess, and often the very safety, of his main 
business. The thorough man of business 
Dick Redmond was absorbed in these reflec- | knows that only by years of patient, unremit 
tions until the name of ‘‘ Hornby!” thrice re- | ting attention to affairs, can he earn his reward, 
peated broke in upon them like the knell of a| which is the result, not of chance, but of we!l- 
funeral-beil. His sunburnt face suddenly as- | devised means for the attainment of ends. 
sumed an ashen hue, and his laughing eyes, Nothing is more essential to young business 
which were still flashing with the sean men than untarnished credit, and nothing kills 
love-light that had made Amy’s droop and fall, | credit sooner than the knowledge in any bank 
became suddenly grave. | board that a man engages in speculation. How 
Do you know them?” asked Forrester,with | can a man be credited whose resources may be 
the thoughtless persistence of a selfish man. swept away in one hour by a panic among 
What are they? Will they be bearable? gamesters? Resolve to be business men, but 
speculators never. 
The third cone is the perilous habit of en- 
t appeals to your generous in- 
stincts, and you say, *‘ How can I refuse to lend 
my name only to assist a friend?” It is be- 
cause there is so much that is true and com- 
mendable in that view that the ice is 


mond, 


Dick Redmond at once recovered his com- 


ycur hands, to be held inviolate for the security 


ital and all your effects are a solemn trust in | callin’ in Miss McG 


Ye Daintye Ladyes 


Please Take Notice 


HARRIET HUBBARD AYER’S 





RECAMIER prerarations 


These Preparations are Famous 





AS THE ONES 


Endorsed and Used 


BY THE 


MOST BEAUTIFUL WOMEN OF EVERY COUNTRY 





VOLUNTARY TESTIMONIALS 


From Mesdames 
ADELINA PATTI NICOLINI 
BERNHARDT 
LANGTRY 
POTTER 
MODJESKA 
CLARA LOUISE KELLOGG 


And thousands of others. 


What the Recamier Preparations are, and Why they ave to be Used 


: h is the first of these world-famous preparations, is made 
RECAMIER CREAM = the cesipe. wont by Julie Recamier. Prt is not a cosmetic, 


but an emolient to be applied at night just before retiring, and to be removed in the morning 


by bathing freely. It w 


your face and hands as smooth, as white and as soft as an infant's. 


remove tan and sunburn, pimples, red spots or blotches, and make 


rice $1 50. 


RECAMIER BALM is a beautifier pure and simpie. It is not a whitewash, and unlike 


most liquids, 


mier Balm is exceedingly beneficial, and is abso- 


futeiy Tmpercepuible except in the delicate freshness and youthfulness which it imparts to the 


skin. Price $ 


freckl d th patches, in soothing and effica- 
RECAMIER LOTION anaee see irritation of the eatlele, and is the “ab delightful 


of washes for meres the dust from the face after traveling, and is also invaluable to gentle- 


men to be used after shaving. Price $1.50. 


is in three shades—white, flesh and cream. It is the finest 
RECAMIER POWDF R & wader ever manufactured, and is delightful in the nursery, 
for Zentiemen after shaving. ‘and ee the toilet generally. Large boxes, $1; small boxes, 50c. 
i rfectly pure aranteed free from animal fat. This 
RECAMIER SOAP oon Sostaien img of Sic healing ingredients used in compound- 
ing Tecamier Cream and Lotion. Scented, 50c.; unscented, 25c. 
Read the following quotation from a certificate signed by three of the most eminent 


chemists in America: 


“The constituents of the R camier Cream are well-known remedial agents, and their properties are fuily described 


and authorized in the American and French phar 
chemica ly correct, the resulting preparation 


jas. They are combined in a way which, while novel, is 
perfectly safe aud beneficial for the uses specified. Ia ths propor 


sense of the word, Recamier Cream is not a cosmetic, but a remedial agent for the skin.” 


HENRY A. MOTT, Ph D., LL.D., 
Member of the London, P 
THOS, B. STILLMAN, M. Sc., Ph. D 


‘aris, Berlia and American Chemical Societies. 


Professor of Ch-mistry of the Stevens Institute of Technology. 


PETER T. AUSTEN, Ph.D, F.«.8. 


Prof sior of General and Applied Chemistry, Ratgers College, and New Jersey State Scientific School. 

r druggist does not keep the Recamier’ Preparations, refuse substitutes. Let him 
oitay gle you, Tea. yourself foam either of the Canadian offices of the Recamier Manufactur- 
ing Company, 374 and 376 St. Paul St., Montreal, and 50 Wellington St. East, Toronto. 

For sale in Canada at our regular New York prices: Recamier Cream, $1.50; Rocamier 
Balm, $150; Recamier Moth and Freckle Lotion, $1.50; Recamier S»ap, scented, 50c.; un- 
scented, 25c.; Recamier Powder, large boxes, $1; small boxes, 50c. 









_ Toilet Bags 
, Dressing Cases 
Writing Cases 
Jatchels 
Purses 
Chatelaines 
Cigar and 
Cigarette Cases 
&c., &c. 


_All ‘New Goods and Latest 
P Styles at 


HE. Clarke dio, 


105 King St. West 





Neen eee a 


in debt endorses for another, it is not his own 
credit or his own cipital that he risks, it is the 
money of his own creditors. Therefore, I say 
that if you are ever called upon to endorse, 
never do it unless you have cash means not 
required for your own debts, and never en- 
dorse beyond those means. 





His Bargain, 

Sir James Colquhoun was one day passin 
by a second-hand shop, when he saw pasa | 
for sale a handsome jar like one his wife had 
long since consigned to an attic as old rubbish. 
It was at the time when jars and vases must 
be in pairs. 

“T'll buy it,” Sir James thought, ‘‘and we'll 
touch up that old jar in the garret and have a 
handsome pair.” 

He was fond of such bargains. He went in 
and asked the price. The dealer demanded six 
guineas for it, but, after some bargaining, ac- 
cepted five guineas. Sir James, piaened with 
his purchase, hurried home to his wife, the 
prize in his hands, and exclaimed : | 

“* My dear, only see what I have found! It’s | 
the very mate to the old jar in the garret. | 


of those who have trusted you. Whena : 


Wasn't I lucky to get it? And so cheap, too! 
Only five guineas, when we paid ten guinsas 
for each of those jars when new. There!”— 
putting it down on the table beside her— 
** what do you think?” 

Lady Colquhoun looked and laughed. 

** James,” she said, “I sold that old jar in the 
garret this very day, for two guineas, to old 
Carr, and I believe you've bought it back 
again.” 

** Yes, I'm afraid I have,” said Sir Jamas, 
soberly; ‘‘I bought it at Carr's, And it’s the 
same old jar.” 

The jar was carried back to its quartera in 
the garret. It was the last piece of ola bric-a- 
brac that Sir James bought.—Tit-Bits. 


The Touchstone of Female Beauty. 


A company of ladies and gentlemen were 
playing at forfeits when a wag proposed that 
all the rest should do as he did, e thereupon 
took a handkerchief, dippei it in water, and 
began rubbing his face. 

** Now, all of you do the same, please !” 

At this the ladies, in a body, got up and fled 
from the room.—Paris Figaro, 


Extending the Principle. 
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Bridget O Rafferty—As if I'd take your notis to l’ave ; thim days of slav’ry be past. 


Mrs. Van de Vere—This d t 
Bridget—— No a on 





Ma'am, excuse me—I've j'ined the Dames of Labor, and I'll just be other 
‘ ionis, what does the washin’ next door, and Miss O'Flaherty, what ecru 
round the corner, to arbithrate bet wane us,— Puck, 
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moans around the corners of the house like the 
souné of far off voices in pain, or like sin-curst 
spirits mourning their sad fate, like doomed 
souls that have reached Heaven only to find its 
pearly portals closed, like i love, that 
still keeps loving on! Oh, of what sad, soli- 
se things does not that wind tone remind 
us! Now a dull sound of anguish, then a 
burst of angry defiance! Now a wail of despair 
then a low moan asof a child fault-chidden, 
sobbing itself asleep! Now the rain in big 
























































Only a Slight Flirtation. 


ea rt tie you going the pace pretty fast 
rant?” 

* Not at all,” coolly replied the individual 
addressed. ‘“ Faster you go, the sooner you get 
to the end, don’t you see?” 

** And your end in this is matrimony ?” 

‘*T did not say so, though it might be if there 
was a small matter of money connected with 


then you mean to say this is a flirtation on | drops pelts against the window panes like the 
your part?” tapping of skeleton fingers. Those pedestrians 
who are obliged to be on the street draw their 


** Most decidedly? What do you take me for? 
Do I look like a millionaire? Or doI look like 
a fool that would take a girl brought up as ex- 
ae mp and as uselessly as Nettie Ayer, 
unless she had some money to back her idle 
airs and graces? No, no! I may be extrava- 
gant about the wa T fall in love but my fin- 
ances do not permit me to indulge in the use- 
less appendage of a tashionable, wife, unless 
that wife has, in fee simple, the ready-come- 
down. How does that catch you?” 

** Well, you talk practically, I suppose.” 

“You never considered me capable of so 
much sense, eh ?’ 
sai » see you with Miss Ayer no one would 

n = 

** That it was only a slight flirtation.” 

“Having admitted so much, you mean to 
drop the girl.” 

‘* Not much, my fine fellow! Idon’t think I 
have hurt her very much yet, and the game is 
hardly worth the candle until I can see that 
her heart is touched.” 

* But, — that is not fair to the girl.” 

“Isn't it? y's the heart Miss Nettie 
broke, I'll warrant, and there’s no fun in it 
until it, begins to get earnest. Kiss 
me, kiss me, theres the issue, always 
snatch a juicy cherry, brush the bloom 
off, the perfume off, take and make a dull 
heart merry,” with which aie rhyme 
Grant Fairfax arose, and with nimble feet 
executed a bit of aclog dance on the broad walk. 
His companion, Fred Danforth, neither joined 
in wn mirth nor approved thereof even bya 
smile, 

‘“*You’re gloomy over it Fred,” said Grant, 
slapping his friend’s shoulder heartily. ‘‘Can 
it be that you are in love with the lady your- 
self, ‘Sits the wind in that quarter?’ ell, 
‘wait, my boy! You shall have your innings 
when I have finished mp my quiet little game. 

“Your jest will end in earnest, Grant. You 
will fall in love with Miss Ayer yourself before 
you get through.” 

“ Never was in so deep yet but what I could 
get out,” said Grant sententiously. ‘‘And I 
can go pretty deep without getting mired. 
Pshaw! don’t be eR old fellow! Come 
and have a game of oilliards and forget all 
about it.” And linking his arm within that of 
his friend the two moved away. 

The first few words had floated up from the 
piazza of the Queen’s Hotel and penetrated the 
pink auricular organs of Miss Nettie Ayer, 
sitting indolently in the shadow of a heavy 
curtain, turning the leaves of a book, which 
she dropped, and leaned forward to catch the 
rest of the conversation, for the voices were 
well known to her. 

“Listeners never hear any good of them- 
selves” is an old adage which is very often 
verified, as was the case in the present in- 
stance, as our readers already know. She 
should not have-listened, of course, but after 
hearing her own name the temptation was 
irrisistible and she listened until the sound of 
their footsteps died away. Then she ejacu 
lated angrily : 

‘The insolent puppy ! He will see thst 
Nettie Ayer's heart is not a ball which can be 
tossed about at any man’s pleasure and when 
he is tired of the game tossed back again to its 
owner. Doubtless, he is an old hand at the 
business, but I may be able to give him a few 
pointers after all. At least I will try.” 

That night there was a social] hop at Mrs. 
Teatherhead’s and the elite and beauty.of 
N—- were there assembled. Nettie Ayer was 
radiant in a dress of some filmy material, with 
flowers at the corsage and in her hair. Her 
blue eyes were fairly dancing with witchery, 
and she seemed the personification of happi- 
ness, Grant Fairfax was there also, got up 
‘regardless of expense,”as he would say,in that 
most detestable of men’s wear, their so- 
called evening dress. Ah, me! Those slender 
legs enclosed in tight-fitting trowsers, remind 
one of the days before kerosene was discovered, 
and the good country housewives used to dip 
candles. I always imagine those nether limbs 
would look better dipped. As the young dudes 
whirl in the mazy dance one shudders to think 
what might happen if those slender supports 
should suddenly break. 

But Grant looked as well asthe majority of 
young men do, though Nettie Ayer did not 
appear to see it. She talked most assiduously, 
danced most industriously, and smiled so be- 
witchingly on poor Fred Danforth that his 
heart was nearly gone and the hop nearly atan 
end when Grant got a chance to approach her 
and say, in a tone which he did his best to 
render most melancholy : J 

‘Not a word for me to-night, Miss Nettie? 

‘*A dozen if you wish,” she responded, 
brightly ; then she added, sotto voce, in a tone 
of reproach, ‘‘ You have not come near me the 
whole evening!” 

** But it was not my fault,” he said, with de- 
lighted surprise. ‘Surely you know that if 
there had not been so many others before me I 
would have been only too happy to be with 


ou. 

** Could I believe that in the face of all the 
circumstances?” she pouted. 

**Surely you can believe it if I tell you so, 
can you not?” he pleaded. 

She drooped her eyes shyly before the pas- 
sionate gaze of the man before her; and he 
thought he saw the mastery he had gained, 
while she said, under her breath, “* Ah, a quiet 
little game that two can play at, I see! 

Grant had been a little astonished at her 
course this evening, but his conceit forbade 
him perceiving a unpleasant in _it, 
especially as she had put it, he readily 
imagined it all his own fault and wondered 
how he could have been so stupid as to let any 
one deprive him of the place at her side that 
he had held so long and so uninterruptedly. 

But as that night went, there followed a 
dozen others in its train, till Grant Fairfax be- 
gan to lose alittle of the conceit that character 
ized him, while he wondered if she really did 
love him, as the few moments sometimes 
vouchsafed to him went to show, or if she 
really did care for Fred Danforth, to whom her 
brightest smiles were most frequently given. 
And so their interviews took on an interest to 
him, which before they lacked. He found it 
necessary to contend for a place at her side, to 
scheme for a few moments’ chat, to at last wish 
heartily that all other men were in Jericho, 
that all kind-hearted old ladies were not so 
fond of Nettie Ayer, that all grim old maids 
would keep their distance, that all gossiping 
girls were—yes, were married !” All but Nettie, 
ror he meant to marry her himself! And when 
he got thus far in his tations, he awoke to 
a realizing sense of w an ious fool he 
had made of himself, to fall > love wae a 
afterall How Danforth would laugh m 
wae he fomee ont, as he surely would if he 
(Grant) should win her. 

**If!" he said to himeelf, “I will win her! No 


coat collars higher, jam their hats down more 
firmly over their eyes, thrust their hands more 
deeply into their pockets and plod on. But in 
the parlor of the little suite of rooms which 
Nettie Ayer occupied while visiting her uncle 
and aunt, all was warmth and bright- 
ness, luxu and ease. Brightly burned 
the coal re, which the lateness of 
the season rendered necessary for it was the 
first of December, and December in Canada 


alternating with dreary ones, The piano was 
open, but untouched, for Nettie was curled in 
the recesses of an easy chair indulging in that 
luxury known to womanhood as a good cry. 
Did you ever. good sister-woman, realize how 
much good it does you? You have worn your 
best company face all day; you have been 
worried and fretted and nagged at by some 
pertinacious care; you have said no when you 
meant yes, and vice versa, from a matter of 
policy or necessity ; but you have kept up your 
conventionality, and smiled and jested when 
you felt like a touch-me-not, as if one finger 
placed wrongly would make you fly in a dozen 
pieces. _How good it seems, in the solitude of 
your own room, with zo eye to witness your 
weakness save the All-pitying One, who judges 
from motives, not actions, to weep out your 
sorrows, your cares and vexations, all in one 
good, hearty cry! Thank God for tears! They 
are a great convenience, but we don’t like the 
occasions that make them a an 

But a knock at the door roused Miss Nettie, 
and before she had bardly time to destroy the 
traces of her agitation, a servant ushered in 
“Mr. Fairfax,” who advanced gaily and held 
out his hand, saying: 

*AmI not brave, Miss Nettie, to face the 
elements on a night like this solely for the 
purpose of seeing you?” 

“* And do you not consider it a good work to 
come out even on such a night as this to cheer 


one shall stand in my way for a moment! 

will have to give up a good many bachelor com. 
forts to provide her with the luxuries to which 
she has always been t no sacri- 


accustomed, bu 
fice will nee for my darling. Yes, my 
darling! Y pag Bees © 


her up for all the selfish interests 
ve ho! What a night!” Now he looked out 
Heigho an Cone 


f the window of ments 
where he had been musing all these things, 
And well might be say, whata night! The 
nearer ae dri ae the oe tenees 
iyin > toe ground, The 


the 
Devnet fen from the trees that lined 
the 


so th 
had 
pean garnished for the was thoroughly 
wropt ond the advent of the 
King, ! The wind We rising! How it 


means cold and chill, occasional bright days’ 


A Stinging Revenge. 


* 
the disconsolate?” asked Nettie, archly. 

Then he perceived, despite her gay man- 
ner, that she had been weeping. All his 

jety fled, all the bright, witty speeches 

e had been conning as he came along 
failed his tongue. is darling had been 
weeping, throvgh loneliness perhaps for him, 
He was on his knees by her chair in a moment, 
and with much incoherence, and not at all like 
the self-satisfied Grant of a few moments be- 
a was pouring out his love in impassioned 
erms, 

And Nettie listened with bowed head in 
silence. In that moment though revenge was 
sweet, she realized that she had done wrong in 
encouraging this man. But arming herself 
with the thought that he deserved it, she at 
last spoke : 

**] had no idea that you ever went deep 
enough to get mired, or that you could think of 
marrying an idle, useless, extravagant, poor 
wife. 

He rose to his feet and Icoked down at her 
in amazement, then he broke out : 

** Fred Danforth told you this!” 

“Mr. Danforth told me nothing,” she an- 
swered,coldiy. ‘* But the next time you choose 
so publica place as a hotel piezza for discuss- 
ing Nettie Ayer, give her credit for being cap- 
able of something besides a ‘slight flirtation |’ 
Aslam going to-morrow to my uncle’s in the 
country to spend Christmas and ehali not see 
you again for some time, allow me now to wish 
you good-bye,” and she held out her hand. 

Grant saw that it was useless to prolong the 
interview. He took the proffered hand, bowed 
low over it, and left the room. Nettie sank in 
her seat again, and said, with strong satisfac- 
tion, ** Only a slight flirtation |” 

Two weeks later Nettie stood by the kitchen 
table in the farmhouse of her uncle, sleeves 
rolled to the elbows, hands covered with 
dough, deep in the mysteries of cake-making, 
when a’‘vigorous knocking at the front door 
arrested her attention. Aunt Katy, whose 
hands happened to be empty, went to the door, 
and soon returned with word to Nettie that a 
gentleman had come to see her, she com- 
posedly rubbed the dough from her hands and 
washed them, rolled down her sleeves and 
went to see her guest, without the least sus- 
picion that there was a big spot of flour on ber 
nose! and ina moment she stocd face to face 
with Fred Danforth. She was so glad to see 
him she forgot to be distant and went forward 
smiling, with both hands extended. And 
Fred? He tock the little hands in his, drew 


From Scribners’ 











the slender form into his arms, and turning} say. Well, this pu would go out ev 
the blushing face to his, kissed the spot of flour | moonlight night, oar bak at the moon tor 
= a nose! Now Nettie was laughing os a 

eartily, e judge paused, as if he was done w 

“Why, Fred, why did you do that?” his ee ° ore : — 

o What were you doing when I came?” “Well, what of it?” exclaimed half-a-dozen 

= Making cake,” responded Nettie. of the audience at once. 
medal se thought you had too much flour on » aor an eo eres F the moon 

. ept rizht on, just as if nothing had happened.” 

“Oh!” said Nettie. “But you see I had to| —Tit Bits. od - — 
learn how to do some things, and some 
things I knew how to do. I was not quite so ; i 
useless as you once supposed.” A Birthday Gift. 

‘I never said you were useless, my darling;} A--I should like to give my wife a little sur- 
but I suppose you have learned enough now to | prise on her birthday, but I don't want it to 
keep house?” cost much. 

(All of which implies a previous under- B—Then you should doasIdo. Every year 
standing between there two.) I secrete a piece of jewelry or some other 

And Nettie answered, blushing: ‘‘I soon | valuable object belonging to my wife. The 
will know. article is missed, search is made everywhere, 

Then the deli hted Fred astonished her | and its disappearance deeply lamented. But 
by saying : ‘‘ Well, you need never kncw any | how great is her joy and surprise when the 
more about it. for I am rich enovgh now to | brooch or the bracelet turns up again, in a new 
keep you without work, An uncle whom I | edition (for I always have it polished up at the 
never saw has died, after maxing me his heir.” | jeweler’s). And how kind, how thoughtful of 

Perbaps the exertion killed him,” said Net-| me. In pattern and quality the trecise coun- 
tie, saucily. Fr : terpart of the lcst article. You see this little 
Now, Nettie!” said Fred, reprovingly. dodge never misses its effect, and it doesn’t 

And then Nettie surprised her lover consid- | cost me much, but by the time her birthday 
erably by dampening his shirt-front with a | comes round again the incidenf is totally for- 
shower of tears, gotten, 

** Why, sweetheart,” he said, trying to raise 
her head to look into her eyes, ‘‘ what an April 
day youare! Did I say anything to hurt your 


feelings?” 
sobbed Nettie. “But I | 








‘*No, indeed,” 
thought how wicked I am to let the cld man’s 
death bring me such happiness,” 

“Let us take it and be thankful, my love. 
Now, when shall it be?” 

** Not before May,” said Nettie, firmly. 

“Oh, but Nettie, why wait? You can im- 
prove or your housekeeping talent as well 
after as before.” 

“Tt is not that, Fred, though I do mean to 
learn more about everything, but—— Ob, turn 
away your head, Fred. I have a secret to tell 
you. 

* A secret from me, Nettie?” 

“Just one,” said Nettie, coaxingly. “A 
woman could not live without a secret, you 
me hi hat 

“Something that will prevent us marryin 
before May re r oe 

‘Not that, really. Only I don't wish to 
marry until 1 become of age.” 

“ What difference can that make, Nettie? 
There is no one to interfere, is there? You are 
virtuslly your own mistress.” 

“Oh, Fred, you don’t know, and I am so 
glad !” 

‘““No, I really don’t know. Do tell me and 
relieve my mi-ery.’ 

‘Well, then, when I am of age I shall have 
a little money, not much, about four thousand, 
but you see, it will settle us and furnish our 
house so nicely,” and the blushing face went 
down on the shirt-front once more. 

“You are a very deceptive young person!” 
said Fred, severely, though he took the blush- 
ing face between his hands and kissed it, in 
direct defiance of his words. “ Didn't you give 
me to under-tand that you had no money?” 

** Well, I had not then, nor have I now, but I 
am going to have.” 

** And [ am ‘ going to have’ you, to have and 
to hold forever. If Grant Fairfax had known 
this, Nettie, Iam afraid I would not be able to 
say so.” 

““Are you jealous of Grant Foeirfax, of all 
men?” queried Nettie indignantly, but Fred 
stopped ker mouth. Then he said, tenderly : 

‘Well, May be it tnen, but it is a long time 
to wait. Happiness will be ours in May!” 

“Tt may,” said Nettie, sententiously. 

**Tt shall!” said Fred, decidedly. 

And so it proved, much to the discomfiture 
of Grant Fairfax and his “slight flirtation.” 
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NARAGANSETT CHEST MACHINE 
And General Gymnasium Supplies, Rowing Machines, 
Horizontal Bare, Punching Bags, B: xing Gloves, Fencing 
Foi's, Masks, etc Swinging C'ubs, Dumb Bells, etc, 
Quits and Hockey Sticks. Special attention given to fitting 
up gymnasiums in the most « omplete manner. 

Prices given and correspondence solicited. 


H. P. DAVIES & CO. 


| Yonge Street 





SS 
“A STITCH IN TIME SAVES NINE,” 


SO WILL A DOLLAR INVESTED IN 


MALTOPEPSYN 


[an artificial gastric juice—formula on every label] 


SAVE 99 DOLLARS 


to any person suffering irom stomach troubles, es- 
pecially if taken at the first symptom of Indigestion, 
which is usually weight at the stomach, sometimes 
attended by slight pain, and may follow either a 
wholesome or a heavy meal. At first, this feeling 
soon passes away, and is only remembered as a /ittlé 
unpleasant, which, when repeated, gradually be- 
comes more pronounced. To the average person is 
now suggested the cathartic pill, bitters, or other 





It Made No Difference. 


At the session of a certain court in the 
United States, Judge Charteris was violently 
attzcked by a young and very impudent 
attorney. To the manifest surprise of every 
body present, the judge heard him quite 
through, as though unconscious of what was 
said, and made no reply. 

After the adjournment of the day, and when 
all had assembled at the inn where the judge 
and many of the court folks had their lodgings, liquid purgatives, that will clear out the bowels. Such 
one of the company, referring to the scene at treatment is worse than useless ; it is positively tne 
comet, ome the Jeo ww he did not re ful. The trouble ie in the Stomach, the Bowels are 

uke the im i w not responsible, and relief will only come through 

* Permit paar gp | the judge, loud enough = intelligent ireatment of the Gavi be a the 

stomach, SIAL L Nist 
to call the attention of all the company, among stomach troubles. Endorsed by the on aes 
whom was the fellow in question, permit me of England and Canada. Send 2 cts. in tage for 
to tell youastory. My father, when we lived valuable pamphlet to HAZEN MORSE, 
down country, had a dog—a mere puppy, I may 
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Reliable 





Large Stock 


Fancy Furniture imported from 
Germany, England, France, United 
States, etc., in great variety at low- 
est possible pries. It will be a 
pleasure to see them. 


I have four flate, 26 x 100, well 
stocked with Bedroum Suites, Din- 
ingrocm Suites, Parlor Suites, Hall 
Racks, Tables, Book Cases, etc., etc. 


FINE 
UPHOLSTERING 


FURNITURE 


R. F. PIEPER §§ we. 1 have but one price~every. 


thi ked i in fi I 
436 Yonge Street peck for purchasers from the coun- 


try free of charge. 


Showing no Trouble 


I make any style of Furniture to 
order at your own price. In Uphol- 
stering I carry a large stock cf Cov- 

ing and Frames, and can supply 
anything. 











Prices Low 
SURELY 


— GONSUMPTION SURE 


TO THE EDITOR:-— Please inform your readers that I have a positive remedy for the 
ibove named disease. By its timely use thousands of hopeless cases have been permanently crred, 
I shall be glad to send two bottles of my remedy FREE to any of your readers who have cou- 
——- if they will send me their Express and Post Office Address. Respectfully, T. A. SLOCUM, 
M.C., 156 West “iclaide St., TORONTO, ONTARIO. 








Eczema Debility 


Is more commonly known as Salt-Rheum. | Languor, and Loss of Appetite, are cured 
It is caused by impure blood, is accom-} by the use of Ayer’s Sarsaparilla. This 
pained with intense itching and burning | medicine relieves that sense of Constant 
sensations, and, unless properly treated, is} Weariness, from which so many suffer, 
likely to afflict its victim for years. If you] purifies, invigorates, and vitalizes the 
are suffering from Eczema, or any other! blood, gives tone and vigor to the 
eruptive disease, take Ayer’s Sarsaparilla, | stomach, and restores the appetite, healt 1° 
It has proved, in numberless instances, a]and strength more surely and speedily 
complete cure for this disorder. than any other remedy. 


Entirely Cured. Positive Proof 


ew weeks ago I was attacked with a} _ Two years ago I suffered from Loss of 
sme and Gatrensing form of Eczema, | Appetite and Debility, the result of Liver 
The eruptions spread very generally over Disease. After having tried various rem- 
my body, causing an intense itching and | edies, and several physicians, without re- 
burning sensation, especially at night. ceiving any benefit, I began taking Ayer’s 
With great faith in the virtues of Ayer’s Sarsaparilla. The first bottle produced a 
Sarsa lia, L commenced taking it, and, | marked change, and the second and third 
after having used less than two bottles of accomplished so much that I felt like a 
this medicine, am eutirely cured. — Henry | new man. I have, since that time, taken 
K. Beardsley, of the Hope “Nine,” West | about one bottle every year, and had noe 
Philadelphia, Pa. recurrence of the trouble.— William E 


I was, for years, troubled with Salt-| W*Y> East Lempster, N. H. 
Rheum, which, during the winter months,| Tf any one suffering from General De- 
eaused my hands to become very sore, | bility, Want-of Appetite, Depression of 
erack open, and bleed. The use o Spirits, and Lassi will use Ayer’s Sar 


Ayer’s Sar|saparilla, 


~ gapa tirel 1 me of this | Iam confident a cure will result therefrom. 
eects De oan ion Ashworth, |I have used it, and k from experi 
Evanston, Wyoming Ter. ence. — F. O. Loring, Brockton, Mass. 
Prepared by Dr. J. C. Ayer & Co., Lowell, Mass. | Sold by Druggists. Price $1; six bottles, $4. 
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; a TORONTO SATURDAY NIGHY{. 











of the house received it with blank silence. 


THE TORONTO SATURDAY NIGHT The other principals were fairly effective. 


The chorus was composed of young and good 
looking people whose costumes were both 


SATURDAY NIGHT is a twelve-page, handsomely illus- | Picturesque and beautiful. The staging was 
trated paper, published weekly and devoted to its readers. excellent, a splendid picture being presented 


oron in the second act. The chorus could sing too, 
Office, 9 Adelaide oo — t ™ rather a queer recommendation to allude to, 


et, but you and I, good reader, have heard many 
Subscriptions will be received on the following terms: choruses who could not sing, and who appealed 








H OMUND E. SHEPPARD - = Editor. 








Qe Year ...ccccccccscccccccesccceses Bz 00 only to the sense of sight. Strauss does not 
Bix Monthe ......-.cccceececeeecnvene 1 oo spare his voices, and this chorus stood the 
Three Monthe.........-cseceeeeseeeee Mw strain well. But why will conductors not pay 


Delivered in Toronto, 50c. per annum extra. more attention to the attacks? Slovenly, 
Advertising rates made known on application at the busi- | scooping attacks characterize nearly every 
sneee Office. chorus that comes to Toronto, and the Conried 
HE SHEPPARD PUBLISHING OO. (Locrap), Proprietors | chorus was no exception. Mr. Paul Steinhoff 
—————— the conductor, ought to see to this. He isa 
Vou III] TORONTO, OCT. 4, 1890. [No. 45 | clever musician and conducted the opera 


= entirely from memory, eking out missing 
Book Notices. parts on the piano. The orchestra was slightly 


augmented and was fairly good, but the piano 
Geoffrey Hampstead, a novel by Thomas S. 


is a weapon of offence in such a case. 
Jarvis (National Publishing Company, Toronto) 


of our city, has met with high encomiums, and have ever heard in the Grand Opera House was 
at this late date I am desirous of adding a - offered to its patrons this week when the 
thing to the praise it so well deserves. (né | alleged London Gaiety Girls trod the boards. 
seldom reads a story told in a more entertain = Vulgar, strident and absolutely worthless 
way. There is a fluency about the recital whi voices, with absolutely degraded style were 
has the same pleasant quality which = the musical equipment of the show. When- 
charming the speech of the fluent and we : ever these women sang they were guyed by the 
voiced orator. Ifthe story had a moral, or gallery, with frequent help from the parquet. 
those who figure in the performance ai Such forcibly expressed criticism may not be in 
generally troubled with morals, this gay style the best taste, but I believe every one in the 
of recital ofttimes flippant, sometimes imperti- | 1 156 was in sympathy with the demonstration. 
nent, but always entertaining, would make Pronounced as was the vocal vulgarity of the 
sadhavoc. The author evidently has views and women, thelr personal ugliness was still more 
his characters are made to state some of them emphatic. Talk about stopping aclock! They 
with such vigorous faith or unfaith, that occa- | | 114 have stopped a steam engine had there 
sionally it seems to me the tale is not quite | 100, one in sight. The show simply travels on 
wholesome. Geoffrey Hampstead is a striking the legs of its members. A literal fact. 

figure, handsome, talented and mesmeric in > 

his attractiveness. Morally he is, if possible, A very interesting and carefully prepared 
worse than Reginald Birchall, he embezzles | jecture on the art of piano-forte teaching was 
the money of his employers, is basely treacher- | delivered at the College of Music, on the even- 
ous to his bosom friend, basely ruins the | ing of September 25, by Mr. T. C. Jeffers, or- 
woman who trusts him, and does not scruple | ganist of the Central Methodist Church. A 
to tell of his barbaric mother’s shame. The pleasing programme of vocal and instrumental 
latter phase in Hampstead’s character is cer- | music was performed, in which Miss Smart, 
tainly inexcusable, as he has no graver reason | Mrs, Drechsler-Adamson, Mr. Jeffers, Mr. Ed- 
for the disclosure than to excuse his gar R. Doward and Mr. H. G. Kirby took part. 
own criminal eccentricities. Notwithstanding 6 

these very unpleasant peculiarities, Geoffrey The Philharmonic Society is leaving no stone 
Hampstead excites great interest which is not | unturned to maintain its position as the first 
perhaps lessened by the wonder how such a | (in all senses of the word) musical society in 
handsome barbarian so long maintained a | the city. Negotiations are in progress, with 
position in society. As he was a klepto- | great prospects of success, to secure for the 
maniac, inheriting thieving tendencies from | Elijah concert, the greatest singer of the prin- 
his mother, it is also somewhat puzzling | cipal part in the oratorio, -no less a personage 
how he was able to restrain himself for | than the celebrated Charles Santley. Santley’s 
years while handling money in the vari- | singing of the Elijah music is acknowledged 
ous banking institutions in which he was | the world over to be the greatest and most per- 
employed. A kleptomaniac is seldom able | fect model, and if the society is so fortunate 
to subdue the impulse for so long a period. | as to conclude these arrangements, it will 
I doubt too if men so utterly bad as Hamp- | afford a rare treat to the public and a magnifi- 
stead can disguise their evil natures so long | cent study for all singers. The Zerrahn con- 
and so well. In suggesting these defects my | concerts, also, will afford us a great pleasure in 
only desire is to point out the nature of much | their orchestral numbers; many pieces new to 
of the criticism which could be made if the | Toronto audiences, twenty orchestral numbers 
story were attacked in a strictly critical spirit. | being on the programmes. Among these are 
The plot is well woven and cleverly developed | Reinecke’s Introduction to the Fifth Act of 
and the descriptive writing is wonderfully | Manfred, Gillet’s Loin du Bal, and Grieg's Herz- 
well done in many instances. Jack Cresswell is | wunden and Fruehling for string orchestra. 
a pleasant fellow, yet one’s heart does not alto- | For full orchestra there are Dvorak’s Slavonic 
gether go out to him. Margaret McIntosh is | Dances, Chopin’s Funeral March, Saint-Saens’ 
an exceedingly good woman; Nina Lindon was | Danse Macabre, Hiller’s Sentinel, Rubinstein's 
pretty, vivacious and bad—very bad. She had | Bal Costume, Saint-Saens’ Une Nuit a Lis- 
not as much innate cussedness as Hampstead | bonne, Grieg’s Suite Peer Gynt, Schubert’s 
but she was a very good mate for him. The | Unfinished Symphony, Gounoid’s Saint Cecilia, 
servants, too, seemed invariably inclined to | with overtures and selections that have been 
listen at doors or steal. After having read | done here before. This is a splendid array of 
the story and feeling thoroughly inclined to | orchestral music, and with the vocalists and 
congratulate Mr. Jarvis on being the author of | Philharmonic chorus should prove the most 
what is doubtless the best written Canacian | attractive bill of the early season. 

nove! of its class, there is a sort of bad taste left * 

in one’s mouth which makes one sorry that the The Irish Protestant Benevolent Society, with 
same excellent style and power of expression | its accustomed energy, has arranged for its 
had not been used to tell a story worth living, | #42nual concert on November 13, with Mrs. 
1 hope the next novel from the pen of the same Caldwell,the Mendelssohn Quartette of Detroit, 
author will have more lasting virtues. Miss Jessie Alexander and Mr. and Mrs. Blight 


— as attractions. 
——— . 


Music. Among other attractions of the future will 

,  —— be found the concerts of the Swedish Ladies’ 

What a fine, tidy little opera company Mr. | National Concert Company at the Pavilion on 
Heinrich Conried — = last week ! Good Friday and Saturday next. When these ladies 
chorus, good principals, and all assessories | visited us last year they made a most delight- 
good in spite of the piano. I cannot remember | fy) impression, especially in their ensemble 
a better all-round comic opera company in singing, and a hearing of their repertoire will 


Toronto, I heard them in the Gypsy Baron,an | sora lively pleasure to all who attend the 
opera in which Johann Strauss has shown that concerts. 


he has a soul above waltz music when neces- e 

sary. It is a strongly conceived and strongly | Another date is the concert to be given on 
scored work, so good that it should be called | the 14th inst., at the Pavilion by Signor Ed, Ru- 
romantic rather thancomic. Jt has fine melodi- | bini, who is now a permanent resident of the 
ous phrases, stirring recitatives and very little | city. He will be assisted by Madame D'Auria 
dialogue, the music running on most of the | and Miss Louie Gordon, the latter being a late 











The vilest parody and libel on singing that I }. 






















































pear Our American Stars, billed as an emi- 
nently proficient organization of mirth-pro- 
vokers. The company contains Mr. John Hart, 
Miss Elle Wesner, Frank and Lillian White, 
Billy Carter, Sam Morton, Kitty Morton, Rose 
King, Tommy and Charlie McChane, Gus Mllls, 
Miss Blanche Walworth, Elnino Eddie, the 
world-famea Lenton Brothers, Prof. A. C, Le- 
ture and Charles Devene. 


York for this season, Miss Jessie Alexander is 
to give a full recital for the Mechanics’ Insti- 
tute of that city, in Chickering Hall, on Decem- 
ber 18, Her annual recital in Association Hall, 
on Tuesday next, October 7, promises to eclipse 
all her previous excellent entertainments. The 
plan at Nordheimer’s is rapidly filling up, and 
a full house will testify its appreciation of this 
gifted artiste’s efforts in providing a refined 
and elevating evening’s programme, 


this week would be able at once to realize that 
college term had again begun, for hurrying to 
and fro could be seen groups of students with 
a look of exasperated determination on their 
countenances as they were in search of board- 


on which a burlesque or farcical comedy ‘lives, 
moves and has its being” was not there. The 
spicy flavor which was expected by the audi- 
ence resulted in insipid vulgarity. The bur- 
lesques were not burlesques nor anything else 
but an accumulation of rubbish badly acted. 
Imitations of Carmencita and the pas‘de quatre 
of the Gaiety company resembled the originals 
as much as Pat Rooney’s clog dance resembles 
Taglioni’s terpsichoreal flights. The Johnnies 
found the London Gaiety Girls a delusion with- 
out the snare. 


* 

Richard Golden, in Old Jed Prouty, finished 
the week at the Grand. This play will be 
noticed at length next week. ° 

* 

Daniel Frohman’s company presenting that 
popular society drama The Wife will appear at 
the Grand Opera House the first three nights 
of next week. The Wife was played here last 
season with great success. It is a good play 
and is deserving of the best patronage. Daniel 
Frohman’s name ought to be a surety for an 
excellent company. 





The show given by Pat Rooney and his com- 
pany, while having no dramatic value, has the 
merit of being bright, clean and wholesome, 
and of furnishing a cheerful evening’s enter- 
tainment. Pat’s Wardrobe, as the piece in 
which they appear is called, is chiefly a musical 
wardrobe, which, though not containing any- 
thing startlingly new, is yet well stocked with 
some respectably old and popular airs, pretty 
nicely sung. There are many of us who have 
a partiality for those old melodies though they 
are perhaps a trifle chestnutty, and when they 
are administered to us in small doses from a 
silver spoon we take them easily and cheerfully. 
Pat Rooney has an individuality all hisown. For 
all the Irish comedians and Irish acrobats and 
vocalists and Irish everything else that infest 
the stage, Mr. Rooney has a corner to himself 
which no one traveling this way has yet tried 
to usurp. He has a face as Irish as potatoes 
and buttermilk—the very type of Irish face, 
when made up, that caricaturists employ. 
When he looks sideways, dances his clog dances 
with machine-like precision, or struts abovt on 


his short legs perking his head from side to 
side like a bird, he is as funny as he well can 
be. His first assistant is billed as Mattie 
Rooney. She isa bright and smart little girl, 
who sings and dances prettily, though she is 
rather young yet to be of much account, The 
rest of the company lend very efficient support. 
* 


Mr. M. B. Curtis, who made his fame ,in 


Sam’l of Posen, will appear next week, at the 
Academy of Music, in his new comedy, The 
Shatchen. The chief character in The Shat- 
chen is a Hebrew, and is said to be made even 
funnier by Mr. Curtis than his well-known 
Sam’l. Mr. Curtis is supported by Mr. George 
Osborn and a good list of players. 





At Jacobs & Sparrow’s, The World Against 


Her has appeared again this week with Agnes 
Wallace Villa as a star. As this play and 
many of the company were seen at this house 
so recently as last May, it is unnecessary to go 
into the details of the performance. Miss Villa 
is a pretty fair actress, and the company has 
done good business here this week. 


At Jacobs & Sparrow’s next week will ap- 





Among other important engagements in New 





"Varsity Chat. 





Any visitor to the precincts of old ’varsity 























time. In the ensemble pieces there is strength | arrival from England, whose performances as a 
and richness and deliciously warm color, | pianist have earned for her very favorable press 
Much of the sensuous harmonic fancy that has | notices. The programme will be filled out by 
made Strauss’ waltzes famous has been | some of Sig. Rubini’s pupils and he promises 


woven into the choruses and concerted pieces | that some magnificent voices will be heard. 
of the Gypsy Baron. The first act . 
is long and develops the’ plot {of the opera in- 


Miss Rita Selby as the Gypsy Girl was a | become a favorite. 
genuine pleasure. A fine, tall girl, with large, 
frank eyes and a large frank voice, she was one 
of the most satisfactory singers that ever 
visited Toronto. Her voice was beautifully 
clear and resonant. Another satisfactory 
singer was Miss Annie Russell, whose Czipra 
was an exceedingly good rendition, This lady 
has a good mezzo-contralto voice which has 
been excellently trained. Miss Frances Rous- 
seau has a pretty little voice, but in the en- 
semble pieces she was hardly audible. The hero 
of the opera, Sandor Barinkay, the Gypsy Baron, 


* 
Mr. W. Edgar Buck has been appointed 
choirmaster of the Carlton street Methodist 
Church, and Miss Maud Fuller of Montreal has 


been engaged as contralto. METRONOME. 


The Drama. 


The companies exhibiting here during the 
week have been of a light ‘nature and rather 
second rate in the quality of their work. The 
— opera house was taken possession of 

onday night by an tion of barn- 
ee an excellent representation at the stormers, known as the ‘Sanees Gaiety Girls, 

ands of Mr. John J. Raffael, a gentleman which would be more at home in a side show 
with a light but pleasing tenor voice. Mr. | tent than behind the foot lights. The nature 
Raffael—who wiil, I am sure, pardon me if on of their advertising achieved the usual result 
account of his fine Irish accent I always think | of packing the house with men of all ages from 
of him as Rafferty—is a good actor and an ex- glabrous senility to callow youth. Few went 
ceedingly agreeable singer. Not so good was | there expecting to see a genuine London Gaiety 
Mr. J. P. Swickrath as Count Homonay, for he company, but while not expecting anythin 
could not sing a little bit. Mr. Ferris Hart- good, few were prepared for such an euhibition 
man as Zsupan, the pig dealer, showed refined | of incapacity, inanity and imbecility as was 
comedy talent and was very successful with given. Singing, dancing, acting, there was 
the house, but his cateh-phrase, “Das ist | none worthy of the name, and personal beauty 
ansgezeichnet,” was not a success, Those who beauty of costumes and scenic arrangements 
understood it could see its humor, but the mass | were conepicuous by their absence. All that 





Another jewel in the crown of society waltzes 
stead of moving its incidents. The last act, I has been added by the publication by Messrs. 
fancy, was cut somewhat, as it consisted of A. & S. Nordheimer of the Menonah waltz. 
nothing buta comic song, a chorus march, done Menonah is a bright, tuneful waltz, well con- 
to very commonplace music, and a weak finale. structed and not too difficult, composed by 

e Mrs, Juliette D’'Ervieux Smith and should soon 


and St. Michael's, remains faithful to the federa- 
tion and the cause of national education tem- 
pered with options in subjects that might lead 












































ing houses, and what visions of varied scenes 
arise in the mind of acollege man in after 
years as he thinks of the hours he has spent 
and the mental energy he has dissipated in his 
efforts to obtain comfortable and suitable com- 
partments for the burning of the midnight oil ! 
A new generation—the gentlemen of the first 
year—were admitted to the college halls on 
Wednesday, in due course of time to take the 
place of those who passed from out the portals 
last June into the world of practical activity, 
In the class are representatives from all sec- 
tions of the province and even beyond it, so, 
then, it is hard to surmise what is the prevail- 
ing idea among them. Like their predecessors, 
they will doubtless endeavor to cultivate an 
esprit de corps adapted to their surroundings, 
- 


One of the sister colleges—McMaster Hall— 
has taken to housekeeping on the fortune left 
her by the deceased gentleman whose name 
she bears and she will be known as McMaster 
University. Following the example of old 
"Varsity, her halls of learning are open to all 
classes and creeds, but only to those who 
attend the lectures will the residential accom, 
modation of the hall be allowed, Students of 
other institutions may be hungry’and thirsty 
but to them no meat and drink will be fur. 
nished unless they forsake their alma mater 
and cleave to the truth as expounded at 
McMaster. = 


Wycliffe is expanding her wings, and her 
new building is rising up in the midst of the 
remains of the forest to the north-east of 
University college. She, together with Knox 


joins the Queen at some reception, but he pre- 
fers to play with his sisters, the Princesses 
Mercedes and Marie Therese, of whom he is 
very fond. At seven o'clock a simple dinner 
of two courses is served, At half past eight 
the baby King is put in bed, He dislikes to be 
called your Majesty by his mother, preferring 
her to call him by the pet name of “ Puby.” He 
was four years old last May. 


with a nervous tremble of his 


I'd like to know phwat you're doi 
Weekly Pp y' ng 


to contention on Christian faith and doctrine. 


. 
Prof, Ramsay Wright has been in Europe 
during the holidays peering into the methods 
there followed in the teaching of biology. 


Prof. Ashley by reading a paper on Land |’ 
Tenure at Leeds before a section of the British 
Association has shown to the people of Great 
Britain that his mental vision has not been 


dulled in Canada, x The Wreck of the Birkenhead. 
The students have undertaken to publish a For Saturday Night. 


paper bearing the name and title of The Maratt 

’Varsity. The first issue of the journal will aang = Tiber's eae ad adit 
appéar next Tuesday and the boys are beaming three, 

with the radiance of contemplated success. | Ye lonely Alpine shepherds! sound the horn of Uri still, 
Writers of sentimental verse may think there | O'er dark Morgarten’s fatal pass, o'er Sempach’s glorious 
is something facetious in the announcement hill; 

that the sanctum is situated in the third storey | 424 Orient boast thy countless tombs where sleep the 





of a building. If the editors will make The valiant dead, ‘ 
‘Varsity a mirror of the facts, all the facts and oe an = (he Mevian cradled benset® Meir 


nothing but the facts, arising out of the life and | 444 mine to tell how valor won a fadeless, high renown 
history of the University they will have more | when manhood knelt at duty’s shrine, when the Birken. 
ground for success than by endeavoring to dic- head went down. . 

tate what the facts ought to be. Their chief Seite ee, tl veils on! the noble Gabi they ata, 
care will doubtless be to collect the pearls that | ©, —_ et 3 

are strewn about and in their editorial page or ee ae, ce id 


suggest, advise and advocate what form the | pasy to die a soldier's death amidst the embattling host, 
jewel should assume, . But. here was death in silence met, each soldier at his post, 


As for ourselves we have not yet begun to 2 apa ioe a ee ee 


work. In a few days all the different societies, | But tace to tace with horror, in the fearsome gloom ot 

clubs and associations will be ready for action, night, 

and as we come in contact with one another | 0, steadfast hearts! unseen of all save the Omniscient Eye, 

we will have something to discuss, Without | Your faithful valor show'd the world how England’s heroes 

a grievance no body of students could exist. die. 

A man who cannot find a bone of contention at : : - . ° 

college has missed his calling and he should | The good ship nears Algoa’s bay—her voyage almost done, 

immediately betake himself to the woods as | Faded the perils of the past, the haven all but won ; 

there will be no hope for him in the future, Aloft, with straining vision, stands the lookout’s sentinel, 
e While to the watch’s challenge comes the answering cry, 

“A walking encyclopedia” is a term that ** All's well !” 

has sometime or other been used to denote aes jest and merriment, the listener's blood is 

that the person to whom it is applied is a pro- 

found scholar, but it has been remarked that | "nigga all the veteran's tale ie 

if James Brebner, assistant librarian, labors as | How he had join'd the service when « beardless country 

hard for a few months longer as he has dur- lad, 

ing the past six months in arranging the | And with the gallant Thirteenth stormed and held Jellal- 

thousands of books that arrive at the library labad. 


he will be a walking index. Fame would tai 
knock at Mr. Brebner’s door if he would write teen wy ores 2 ee Pee 


a volume on How to Catalogue Books In a | when , and 
Close Room During the Heat of Summer. Jim, aie ane Sie wero at rere 
you have had the experience why not give it to | E’en as he speaks, a horrid crash, a soul-appalling shock 
the world? Tells, but too weil, the stout ship's doom—pierc’d by a 
® hidden rock. 

A freshman wants to know: What honor | “Reverse the engines!” Salmond’s words—oh, fatal error 
course Sergeant McKim got the medals in? here, 
Where the grave of the mufti is and whether | The piercing mass, thus shaken off, leaves but an opening 
his murders have ever been tried? How it was clear 
the fire did not purify the records of the | *F the vast hell of seething foam that bursts, ia volamed 


tide 
“ starred” men? Drax ALEEN. - 
Its hoarse Niagara through the rent made in the vessel’s 


side. 





The Daily Life of the Baby King 
of Spain. 
-_ Jesu! the hopeless frenzy of a drowning woman's prayer. 
(TRANSLATED FROM FICARO BY J. E. THOMPSON.) Here is the King of Te here the val of : 
The most popular sovereign of the whole | 5¢! see! yon eyeball’s anguish’d glare that marks the 


world, is it not Alphonso XIII. the little |. “tied breath; 
successor of Charles V., before whose cradle Strangled the sailor at his post, the soldier in his berth, 


Strangled th 
have disappeared the civil discorus which have mirth ; 0 mocper ta bis deep, and the Jester in bi 


troubled Spain ? Only the arm of God can save from such appalling woe— 
Every woman is interested in the infant king | A sinking ship, a sullen sky, and ravening maws below. 

and would like to know something of his 

Stl ue eae a habits. The apartment occu- Setene ery. 

i) y His Majesty is situated on the second : , 

story of the Palais Royal of Madrid, above that de SE ne RE Sirs a See 

of his mother, the Queen Regent. The King’s | « The women and the children first "—nor plaint, nor m2r- 

bed is of bronze with sky-blue curtains and mur’s made 

coverlet. On a couch in front of the bed the | By England's noble hero hearts, Steady, as on parade, 

Queen slept seven nights in succession with | They see the crowded boats go forth into the outer gloom, 

her clothes on during the illness of her son, | 5%*4y, #8 if on Hounslow Heath, they face their awta } 


Christ! epeed the hurrying feet that strive to reach the 
upper air | 


‘‘ The lifeboat’s swamp'd! three boats are left,” is gallant 


The Queen’s chamber communicates by a little as a 
winding staircase with that of the King. The |°™' soy fate! No trumpet call, nor battle’s generous 


least sound, a cough, a sigh in the middle of 
the night is heard by the Queen who sleeps 
very lightly. No one knows how often she O leal hearts! O wondrous discipline ! Immortal! wreck ! 
leaps from her bed and runs to the stairs and | Shoulder to shoulder, under arms, they throng the slipp’ry 
listens with that anxiety which only a mother deck, 
feels. ~~ d on each brow is Valour’s seal, and sternly pale each 
. ace 
His little Majesty rises at seven. His gover- | nat will not gaze on Life's sweet smiles when living is 
ness, Madam Tacon and Raymande, his nurse, disgrace, 
attend to his toilet; but first the little King | Calmly they stand, in silence, as brave Seton’s voice is 
kneeling on the bed, repeats his daily prayer heard, 
for the memory of his father, the late | 404, to that awful silence, thus their colonel’s parting word 
King Alphonso XII., that God will pre- ‘A soldier’s back knows but one foe—Dishonor—the only 
serve his mother's health, and for the welfare M ree : = F 
of Spain. Immediately after the bath, a | "gone *™ “my die here”—and the colonel’s speech is 
UAngiaise, a large tub of cold water, the ser- 
vants enter bearing chocolate on a silver tray Abaft the mainmast rent in twain, her funnel o'er her si fe, 
ornamented with the royal arms. High in the air her bowsprit turns, her stern is ‘neath the 
At rine o’clock the Queen, who has long been - 


One quivering lurch, a swirl of waters, and the ship is e 
up, comegin, embraces her dear son and putting Now, now the desperate struggle where Eternity . a ‘ai 


him on her knees, laughs with him and forgets | Drawn down, suck’d into the abyss, ten score sleep their 
everything else—business, cabinet councils, last sleep, 

visits and ceremonies. During this the Cap- | And stifled screams from others tell of monsters of the deep, 
tain General of Madrid will Be waiting down- | (Horror on horror meets me here and pen and language fail 
stairs for the password for the day for the Where only one in four survive to tell the glorious tale). 
sentinels, Under the happy impressions of " : : ‘ , 

the moment, she writes the password on a | Athenians! laud your Marathon ?—Spartans! Taermopyls ! 
piece of paper ‘‘Alphonso-Love” or “ Baby- | Ye Seven Hills! by Tiber’s bridge, sing of the deathless 


Sunshine.” The general then knows that the Three! 
mother is happy. Ye lonely Alpine shepherds ! sound the horn of Uri still, 


At noon he has lunch, sometimes at his | °° 9** Morgarteo’s fatal pass—o'er Sempach’s glorious 


mother’s table, but not always. The little ) 


And Orient boast th 
King speaks three languages, which he learns oidiam dead Crore cine nee 


at the same time, Spanish, English and Ger- | Whose stout lives saw the Moslem crush’d beneath their 
man. In fine weather he takesadrive without mail-clad tread ; 

an escort to the Casa de Campo where he | And mine to tell how Valor won a fadeless high renown 
descends from the carriage to run and amuse When Manhood knelt at Duty’s shrine,—when the Birken- 
himself under the trees. If the weather is head went down. Harewarp K. Cock, 
unfavorable the King remains in the palace or 


A sinking ship, a sullen sky, and the hungry sharks below. 


Popocatapetl. 


Faull twenty years ago I trudged, 
A happy lad, to school, 
Where with industrious brain I strove 
To mind the teacher's rule 
The great ‘‘ three R's” I mastered well, 
But ‘‘ spelling’ tried my mettle, 
And, saddest tale !—I ever failed 
At ‘ Popocatapetl |” 


No matter if I did excel 
In Latin or in Greek, 
Or tho’ of mathematic lore 





Certainly He Might. 


** My object in calling this evening,” he began, 
chin. was to ask 





you, Katie—I may call you Katie, may I not ?” With wisdom could I speak ; 
‘Certainly. Mr. Longripe,’ said the sweet My triumph would the teacher quell, 
young girl, ‘All ot papa's elderly friends call And my poor brain unsettle, 
me Katie,’ Whenever he'd but bid me spell 
PR § he said nothing further about his object Dread ‘‘ Popocatapetl |” 
n 
- Ob, enow-capped peak of Mexico 
A Suspicious Circumstance, Remembered in my past | 
Patrick (just recovering from the effects of Like thee, the mountains of our lives 
ether in the hospital)—Oh, where am I? Are reached and scaled at last | 
Where amI? Dr. Sawbones (with a wink)-- Each day we meet and conquer them— 
In Heaven. Patrick (looking around)—Then Grim cares that try our mettle— 
here.—N, All bugbeare of the human heart, 
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Noted People. 





Anton Rubinstein is staying in the Black 
Forest, and is so busy composing that he rare- 
ly goes out except for an hour's stroll late in 
He is thought to be at work on 


the afternoon, 
@ grand opera. 


Lord Charles Beresford was compelled to go 
to sea again in order to qualify himself for flag 
rank, but so soon as he has completed the 
necessary period of service he will again seek 


to enter Parliament. : 


Stepniak, or rather the Russian who has 
made that name famous (his identity is some- 
what a mystery to the public at large), is to 
come to this country in December and lecture 


on Nihilism and kindred topics. 


The English newspapers are praising Lady 
Lambert for her accuracy of aim, as well as for 
her skill in deer stalking. For the:second time 
this season she has brought down a noble stag 
The last 


while stalking in Abernethy Forest. 
one weighed about fourteen stone. 


Lord Sudely and the Earl of Coventry have 
recently come before the public as successful 
manufacturers of jam. According the testi- 
mony of several of the leading English grocers, 


their lordships produce ‘‘a really superior 


article.” ‘Lord Coventry has, moreover, taken 
the first prize in jams at the recent Royal 
Agricultural Society Exhibition. 


The Marchiouess of Huntly did a grateful act 
the other day. She was a passenger in the 
Scotch express that was so nearly wrecked at 
Selby in Yorkshire, but happily the presence 
of mind of the signalman prevented the acci- 
dent, The Marchioness sent the man a cheque 
for £5 and a scarf pin set with brilliants, and 
suggests that he will wear it for ‘“‘ good luck.” 


Archduchess Valerie, the recently married 
dayghter of the Emperor and Empress of 
Austria, is staying with her husband a: the 
Hotel Victoria, at Interlaken, Switzerland. 
Though their rank is known among the guests, 
they dine at the table d'hote and spend their 
evenings in the reading-room. The arch- 
duchess gains many admirers by her gentle- 
ness. 


Will Carleton, the popular author of Farm 
Ballads, is a broad-shouldered, erect, handsome_ 
man, looking like a soldier rather than a poet, 
and like a. very well dressed Wall street man 
rather than like either. He isa great favorite 
asa lecturer, is a capital mimic, an excellent 
story-teller, and “if he be not fellow of the 
best kings, is at least the best king of good 
fellows.” 


The Queen of Roumania has had two serious 
troubles, which preyed sadly on her excitable, 
emotional nature. ‘Her only daughter died, 
and Charles, her husband, has adopted a 
grown-up nephew to fill the State vacancy, but 
every body knows this is not the same thing to 
the poor Queen Consort, whose position is 
never the same as when her own child comes 
next in succession. 


Inventor Edison is an indefatigable worker, 
and he pays little heed to the passage of time 
when occupied with a new experiment or some 
fresh investigation. A day or two ago, a gen- 
tleman who was visiting his laboratory, and 
whose son was about to enter upon his first 
employment, asked Edison to give him a motto 
for the boy, so that he might have it as stim- 
ulus and guide, Mr. Edison laughed a little at 
the novel request, and then said: “‘ Well, I'll 
give him this: ‘ Never look at the clock.’” 


A rather amusing incident connected with 
the late visit of the Duke and Duchess of 
Abercorn to Tory Island on the occasion of the 
opening of the new telegraph station on that 
island, erected by Lloyd's, may not be gener- 
ally known. The sea on that morning hap- 
pened to be very rough, and so the visitors 
experienced great trouble in landing without 


_ getting wet. The Duchess, however, set the 


ladies of the party a good example by boldly 
tucking up her skirts and taking her seat on 
the back of a brawny native, in which rather 
peculiar manner she was safely conveyed 
ashore. 


The Mikado of Japan is the first sovereign 
whom his subjects have been allowed to behold 
in person, Japanese etiquette having for ages 
required the strictest ‘seclusion for sacred 
majesty. Unfortunately, perhaps, for the pres- 
ervation of that divinity which doth hedge a 
king, he is an ugly little man with thick lips, 
low forehead, dull eyes, and scanty beard. But 
his bearing, like Queen Victoria’s, is full of 
dignity, his manpers are perfect, he is both 
intelligent and accomplished, and his ideal of 
sovereignity is the welfare of his people. 


Dr. Oliver Wendell Holmes has celebrated 
his eighty-first birthday at his home at Beverly 
Farms, near Boston. He received a large 
number of visitors, and was also the recipient 
of numerous gifts of flowers and fruit. Mrs. 
Maria Porter brought an original poem, which 
she read to Dr. Holmes at his request. Miss 
Barclay sent from Scotland a picture of Robert 
Browing, taken at Venice shortly before his 
death. Among the numerous letters of con- 
gratulation received during the day was a 
charming one from James Russell Lowell. Dr. 
Holmes met his visitors in the drawing-room, 
where he shook hands and chatted with each 
caller for a few moments. To one he said, “I 
feel very young; itis only the birthdays that 
remind me of advancing years.” 


Miss Kate Drexel, the Philadelphia heiress, 
who entered the Convent of the Sisters of 
Mercy. in Pittsburg, some time ago, is de- 
ecribed as being as firm as ever in her deter- 
mination to become a reciuse. As Sister Cath- 
erine she enjoys no special distinction among 
her associates on account of her wealth, she 
has the same probationary labours and corporal 
privations as her sister novices, and is obliged, 
like them, to strive for the effacement of self 
in @ spirit of absolute humility. During the 
winter and spring she studied the duties of a 
nurse at the Mercy Hospital with a degree of 
devotion to which many a sufferer has fur- 
nished thankful testimony. Later on she 
assisted the teachers in the academy attached 
to the Mercy Convent, and also helped the two 
sisters who have charge of the coloured school 
in Fulton-etreet under the auspices of the 
Fathers of the Holy Ghost. She will continue 
this work during the coming year. 





































HE camping 
place at the 
upper end of 
Long Port- 
age is not a 
good one, 
The very nar- 
row, boulder- 
strewr path 
descends the 
hill amidst 
an almost im- 
penetrable 
thicket of 
scrubby birch 
and poplar, 
and just by 
the shore of a 
little marshy 
bay a small 
space has 
been kept 

clear by cam- 
As almost every party 














pers and voyageurs, 
tramping across the portage finds it necessary 
to camp here, the limited space has bred those 
nuisances, the smallest of which is the colony 
of old tin cans, piles of fish bones, a rotten 
shoe or piece of decayed pork lying at the edge 


of the water. Pa. and I had brought the wood, 
and when at night-fall the men finished their 
portaging they went out and got some water 
in the river which made it much pleasanter 
than drinking from the margin of the tainted 
bay. As I said in my last letter, the Genius, 
the Professor and Tomsing went down below 
the falls fishing. Riley and Pa. and I had an- 
other apostolic day—caught nothing—above 
the falls, so, quite early, we started to get sup- 
per. We had ham and eggs, I opened the 
gross of eggs alleged to have been specially 
packed at Nepigon and the first sniff I got con- 
stituted my share of that consignment of hen 
fruit. The eggs were not rotten but they were 
infernally ripe. Indians are very fond of eggs 
even when strong enough to turn themselves 
over in the pan. We had fish caught up at Camp 
Alexander and boiled beans and baked onions 
and marmalade—a great lay out to celebrate 
the hard day’s work and the escape of Pa., 
Riley and myself froma watery grave. It was 
dark before this feast was ready and we shouted 





and shrieked and I fired off my revolver and a 
whole lot of very explosive adjectives, but we 
could not attract the attention of the pious 
delegation down the river. Remembering 
the old motto that the way to bring 
delinquents to dinner is to begin to 
eat, we began. I had made no remark 
about the eggs and Pa. and Riley seemed 
to take to them very kindly. Pa. is very 
fastidious as a rule and it surprised me to 
see him munching thése nest eggs with un- 
concealed relish, As he and Riley were each 
finishing their fourth they noticed that I was 
hanging back. I explained that ea¢s were not 
good for rheumatism. I had instructed the 
Indians previously to eat all the eggs they 
wanted and they were doing very nicely till Pa. 
suggested that I should ask them to leave some 
for the brethren down the river. I told him I 
didn’t think it would matter, they might not 
keep that long. ‘‘ Why,” says he, ‘‘ they are 
fresh aren't they?” 

** Middling,” I retorted, ‘“‘go and smell the 
box.” 

Just then the Professor and Tomsing arrived. 
Neither of them had a dry stitch on, but 
they were in very high spirits,—twelve and 
fifteen trout apiece. 

Tothe man who has been in camp all after- 
noon with occasional abortive attempts to 
catch fish, the excited harangue of two fisher- 
men returned fron. a successful afternoon is 
absolutely childish. The Professor is of large 
and dignified appearance, and Tomsing is a 
leading lawyer, but as they tipped the fish 
out of their baskets and displayed them to 
our view and told where they caught this 
one and what an exciting fight they 
had with that one and how near 
they came to perishing in the rapids in, 
pursuit of another one, they argued with one 
another and jabbered—absolutely jabbered— 
and shivered, and then were struck with some 
other reminiscence and flew off the handle 
again, and argued as to exactly where they 
caught this big one, whether it was by the big 
flat rock or under the stub of the jack-pine or 
out in the little swirl to the left of the rapids. 
Finally, the three christian gentlemen who 
had not been with them became very weary 
and told them to go and take off their wet 
clothes or they would get their death. While 
the Professor was in the tent trying to skin a 
wet shirt from his back or struggling frantically 
to get outside of a pair of clinging drawers, 
he shouted out, “Say, Tomsing, it was 
by the little black rock I caught that big- 


In Pursuit of Happiness.---No. 4. | sest ove. I am sure of it because I lost my 


landing net there.” A roar of laughter greeted 


this announcement of his latest loss and the 


Professor subsided. Tomsing, however, in- 


sisted on undressing right by the fire and never 
for an instant ceased his excited description of 


the afternoon’s sport. Looking back at those 
camping days I'm pleased to thirk how boyish 
and natural those grave men acted—particu- 
larly when I recall my own delirious joy when 
I returned to camp with more than one poor 
lonely little trout on my string. 


In the meantime we had sent a couple of 
Indians across the river to hunt for the Genius. 
They brought him back a half an hour later 
bent double with lumbago and without a dry 
hair on his head. He had climbed through 
two miles of mountain scrub, fished through 
about two miles of rapids, where a mis-step 
would be sudden death, and after wading and 
slipping and climbing back to where the In- 
dians could pick him up he was feeling almost 


paralyzed with fatigue. When they helped | 


him out of the canoe, he looked like a jack- 
knife half open, but he refused nourishment, 
dry clothes or even a cup of coffee till he had 
emptied out his fish and assured himself that 
he had caught as many as the other brethren, 


At this point the Professor was discovered 
with nothing on but an overcoat, meekly 
assuring the assembled citizens that if 
he could only find his night-shirt and 
a pair of trousers he would do very nicely 
till he went to bed. In the meantime 
he saw the fish belonging to the Genius and 
sat down on the grass with nothing on as 
aforesaid but an overcoat, to demonstrate that 
both he and Tomsing had beaten the latest 
arrival. It was nine o’clock before we got 
those lunatics clothed and fed. They all 
relished the eggs. The Genius told me I should 
be very careful or the Indians would eat them 
all, The Indians are very much inclined to 
devour all the delicacies of any sort which may 
be lying about. A quart bottle of pickles was 
only an appetizer for our guides, while on one 
occasion a gallon of maple syrup and again a 
five-pound cheese flitted away at a singledessert. 
It having been discovered that Riley's watch had 
stopped, the Professor—the only other person 
who was carrying a timepiece—was asked to 
tell us the hour. Fifteen minutes afterwards 
the Professor approached us in an apologetic 
way and stated : ‘I feel sure I saw that watch 


while I was down there fishing. Tomsing, you 
mind my taking out of my watch and telling 
you it was a quarter past seven.” No, Tom- 
sing didn’t remember. 

‘But, Tomsing, you must remember ask 
ing me the time.” 

No, Tomsing did not remember. 

‘“*You recollect me telling you that it was 
nearly half-past seven before we started to 
come back.” 

Tomsing—“I recollect something being said 
about it being nearly eight o’clock, and I said 
if we didn’t start soon, we would never find our 
way through the brush, and you didn’t want 
to come even then.” 

We all started to hunt forthe watch. After 
about a half an hour's search we had the Pro- 
fessor’s wet clothes gathered together, but 
there was no watch. 

‘““What pocket did you carry it in Pro- 
fessor?” asked Riley, who was the unfortunate 
proprietor of the lost watch, and had loaned it 
to the Professor. 

‘* I think I must have had it in the pocket of 
my blouse. I remember now, when I lost my 
landing net, bending over to land a fish with 
my hands and it seems to me I did hear a 
splash of some sort and I suppose it was the 
watch.” 

‘* What makes you think it was the watch, 
Professor ?” inquired Pa. 

* Why it was the last fish I caught. No, it 
was not the last fish I caught, because I lost 
my landing net with three fish in it in the 
afternoon. No, I must have lost my watch 
with that big fish I caught there by the little 
black rock. Don’t you remember hearing a 
splash then, Tomsing?” 

No, Tomsing didn’t remember. 

“Tam not sure that I had it in my blouse 
pocket, but it seems to me that I remember 
taking. it out of that pocket once, It must 
have been in that pocket, Tomsing, because if 
itv had been in my trowser pocket it would 
have been wet, and if it had got wet it would 
have stopped runaing, wouldn’t it, Riley?” 

Riley said he thought it would, that it was 
not intended to run under water. -He also 
remarked that Waterbury’s are not necessarily 
submarine in their action. 

** Well, I remember distinctly looking at the 
watch after seven o'clock and then I caught 
that big fish and I heard a splash. I guess 
then is when I must have lost it.” 

This settled it and further search for the 
watch was abandoned. 

We had a very pleasant evening around the 






































fire. The ham and eggs and fish, and mar- 
malade and strong coffee made the Professor 
forget his lost watch and the Genius thought 
no more of his lumbago. The firewood I had 
cut with such infinite toil on the bank was 
blazing brightly—I don’t want you to forget 
about this wood—and the conversation turned 
ou the question of Verbal Inspiration. In an 
argument into which we had drifted I kept 
fortifying my position by insisting that the 
Baptists must accept the doctrine of their 
theologians that every word in the Bible was 
inspired, that not only did the words and chap- 
ters and books and epistles and prophecies, etc., 
contain a message, but that every word of them 
was dictated by God himself. This is a very hard 
argument to uphold, and Riley very calmly 
stated his unbelief in any such extreme 
doctrine. Pa. was hedging on it, too, a good 
deal, and Tomsing and the Professor were 
neither of them upholding it with all their 
might. The Genius, however, took a pride in 
accepting everything from. index to finis as 
part of an immortal plan. The discussion 
grew very warm and, as usual, I found myself 
alone before it was half over. I pointed in 
vain to the well known interpolations, to the 
addition of verses, to the elimination of chap- 
ters, to the decision of councils which had 
made the Bible what it is, but the Genius con- 
tended that as it stands every word of it is 
inspired from “‘A” toIzzard. I inquired how 
there could be room for the revised version, if 
every word in King James’ translation was in- 
spired. Then he moved bock to the “ original 
version,” then I reminded him how many so 
called original versions had been found, one 
preceding tke other, to the possibility of find- 

ing some verses in one not in the others, that 

it would be safer to contend that it contained 

a divine revelation, a message from God, and 

not that every wordand syllable of it was a 
portion of a message from God. I reminded 

him that it did not need a straight-laced theo- 

logian to believe that God who had created us, 

His children, would speak to us, would direct 

us, would provide us with such prophets 

and teachers as should be able to give 

us a written text for our guidance, but that He 

would be very unlikely to give us such a hard 

and fast rule that nation succeeding nation, 

age growing in grandeur upon age, would have 

the same divine words, the same metaphors, 

the same everything to guide them as the most 

primitive people to whom he spoke on Mount 

Sinai and with whom he worked in Judea. I 

tried to point out that the message could never 

grow without this admission, without believing 

to a certain extent in modern inspiration, that 

the Biblical truths were so certainly and intrin- 

sically divine that it would always be possible 

for Christians to maintain the inspiration of 

the message while it would be very difficult in 

the changed meaning of words, the translation 

from one language to another, the additions, 

subtractions, and interpolations to pass every 

eye without detection, and that verbal inspira- 

tion would consequently be discredited. It 

was no use, The Genius insisted upon every 

syllable of the Bible and the Testament having 

come from God, and this being discovered to 

be orthodox was finally accepted as the view of 

the camp, and I was in the usual minority of 

one. 

Next morning was inclined to be rainy. We 
broke camp early and started for Pine Portage. 
While Riley was kicking over some of the 
brush which had formed our bed of the night 
betore, his foot caught in the chain attached to 
the Professor’s watch. He fished it up and ex- 
plained to the Professor where he found it, 
and all at once that good man remembered 
having carefully laid it down there. 

** How about hearing it go ‘plunk’ in the 
water Professor?” inquired Tomsing, “ at half 
past seven.” 

The Professor looked shame-faced for a mo- 
ment and his mouth curved in a queer little 
smile as he answered, “‘I guess that must have 
been my knife. It is gone too.” Don, 





The Wreck of the Birkenhead. 


On the 5th of November last the Army and 
Navy Veterans celebrated the thirty-fifth anni- 
versary of the Battle of Inkerman. On that 
occasion I was personally honored by the so- 
ciety’s asking me to propose the toast of the 
evening. A number of veterans responded to 
the toast—in all cases admirably—but nothing 
so deeply impressed me as the story of The 
Wreck of the Birkenhead, told in simple lan- 
guage by one of the veterans. 

The story of the wreck of this troopship, with 
630 souls on board, affords us one of the sub- 
limest instances of faithful valor, of passive 
heroism that the world has known. Balaclava, 
to my thinking, fades into insignificance before 
it. Nor does its lustre fade by contrast with 
Thermopyle. Cocles and his two companions 
held the bridge before the eyes of a nation-- 
and that nation their own. The bull-dog ten- 
acity of the English infantry at Waterloo was 
wonderful, but its terrible tension was less- 
ened by the spectacle of exciting events which 
continually occurred at various parts of the 
field. Balaclava, I know, lies close to the heart 
of the naticn. Nor do I seek to impeach its 
claim to our deepest admiration, but the great 
charge had compensatory influences in itself to 
check man’s natural fear of death, Every man, 
whose foot has pressed a stirrup, knows the 
reckless insensibility to danger that is en- 
gendered by the exhilaration born of rapid loco- 
motion in the saddle. Add to this the stirring 
blast of the trumpet-call that sounds the charge, 
—the hand knitted to the sabre—the resolute 
glance of veteran comrades—foemen in front 
who had been “ devilishly well thrash’d by the 
Heavies” a day or two before. Add also to 
this the burning desire of the Light Brigade to 
wipe out the stein of maddening taunts re- 
peatedly thrown at the them by the Heavies 
and then note how utterly absent were all 
these incentives to the men who so resolutely 
turned their backs on dishonor in the wreck of 
the Birkenhead. Here was death at sea, in 
the silence of the night. No human foe to 
grapple with, no sign of life save the hungry 
sharks that awaited the feast of death. Their 
nerves braced up to steady determination by 
the mere sense of duty and the wondrous dis- 
cipline of the service,—restrained from action 
to prefer obedience to imperilling the last 
chance of saving the Jives of women and child- 
‘ren—to look calmly and collectedly on death in 





its most hideous form, this does indeed infer 
moral and physical courage of the highest 
order, this does indeed afford to us one of the 
sublimest spectacles of faithful valor the 
world has ever known. Think of it,—the life- 
boat swamped, three boats only left, capable of 
holding but seventy in all, and one faintly 
realizes the conduct of gallant Seton and the 
men who stood to their arms, as if on parade, 
and went down with the sinkingship. It is in 
deeds such as this that succeeding generations 
are stimulated to deeds of heroism. It is 
fidelity such as this which tells to Britons in 
unmistakable language that the unflinching 
valor of our ancestors is the heritage of the 
men of to-day as well as the memories of our 
glorious past. H. K, Cock1n. 








Art and Artists. 


The Art Students’ League will re-open for 
the season of 1890-91 on Monday evening next. 
The “‘raids” made by the Sketch Club into 
different picturesque parts of the surrounding 
country during the summer were sources of 
much profit and enjoyment to such members 
as could takg antage of them. An exhibi- 
tion of this mer work will be held, prob- 
ably in November. The League commences its 
season under good auspices, and no doubt this 
season will be made as profitable to members 
as the past two seasons have been. With such 
an enthusiastic president as Billy Thomson, 
whose excellent sketches in the Saturday 
Globe during the past year has lent such an 
interest to that paper, and with such able 
officers as Sam Jones, R. Holmes and Charlie 
Jeffreys, the prospects for the future are bright. 
The League still retains its old quarters in the 
Imperial Bank building. 

* 


Mr. and Mrs. G. A. Reid have returned to 
town from Lambton Mills where they have 
been spending the summer. Mr. Reid painted 
one large subject, which I hope to be able de- 
scribe at greater length some future day. 


An article is in course of prepararion for the 
New England Magazine of Boston on the lead- 
ing artists of Canada. The writer is Mr. W. 
Blackburn Harte, formerly of this city. 

7 


Mr. F. McGillivray Knowles, A.R.C.A., issued 
cards for a private exhibition of paintings 
and sketches at his studio, 162 Jarvis street, 
for yesterday and to-day (October 3 and 4, 
Farther notice next week. VAN. 


Literary Notes, 








Mr. W. W. Campbell is one of the most suc- 
cessful Canadian writers of verse who contri- 
bute to American magazines. Poems by him 
will appear during the coming year in the 
Atlantic, Century, Harper's Monthly, Inde- 
pendent and Youth's Companion. Mr. Camp- 
bell has recently returned from New Bruns- 
wick to reside in his native province. 





The complete story in Lippincott’s Magazine 
for October is by . Clarke Russell, and is 
entitled A Marriage at Sea. The number is a 
good one and contains work from the pens of 
Julian Hawthorne, Rose Elizabeth Cleveland, 
Bessie Chandler, T. R. McCabe and others. 


Scribner's for October contains a number 
of interesting features. Mr. Zogbaum con- 
tinues his article on From Port to Port 
with the White Squadron. Another marine 
article, With a Cable Expedition, is contributed 
by Herbert Laws, excellently illustrated. The 
Lake Country of New England is dealt with by 
Newman Smyth. Duncan Campbell Scott, 
Louise Chandler Moulton, Edith M. Thomas, 
Charles F. Lummis are represented in verse. 


a neni cere 
Reopening the City House. 


Unless one is of the millionaires who have a 
housekeeper and a retinue of servants in every 
house, or of those who, at any rate, have a 
housekeeper to send before and make the city 
house ready for occupancy after it has been left 
all summer to the invas.ons of dust and showers 
and possible thieves, and all the other contin- 
gencies of vacancy, the return to the city house 
has an element of discomfort and dreariness 
that makes one feel for a day or two as if the 
winter pleasures were being purchased at too 
dear a rate, and as if, after all, the possession 
of two homes were a doubtful blessing. 

Perhaps the man left in a sort ot general 
charge of that and a dozen others has taken 
down the wooden shutters and doors, if such 
were put up, and has swept the area and the 
sidewalk, and has turned on the water; but 
that is about all that has been done, unless 
you have been able to send some servants in 
advance—a difficult thing to do in the midst of 
shutting up the sea-side or mountain house you 
are just leaving, and of course a nearly impos- 
sible thing if you have been merely boarding. 
One has the alternative of doing this, or of 
making arrangements with some trusty char- 
woman to take off the first dust and throw 
the house open, or else one turns the key, 
and goes in to meet a scene of desolation that 
is depressing, to say the least. A dull dead air 
awaits you, too dead to salute you, but which 
has about it a sense of its having taken refuge 
from the million lungs of the city in the empty 
halls and parlors, for fear that if it were 
breathed once more there would be nothing 
left of it. Dust—fine dust—has filtered through 
the solid walls, it would seem, for it has over- 
laid everything; you can hardly see through 
the windows ; the bare floors and walls give 
great lonely echoes; the bare windows, the 
carpets rolled away, the shrouded chandeliers, 
the covered furniture, all make such a scene 
of desolation that you wonder if this could ever 
have been the happy home you remember 
here. You wander from room to room; 
nothing is familiar; all is a desert, a 
ruin ; it is the sheeted ghost of your home. If 
it were not for the exhilaration and expectancy 
that almost are come with change, you 
could sit down and cry in the first chair that 
offers its kindly arms to you. But you do not. 
You cail your nerves to the front, and make a 
demand upon all your executive powers ; scrub 
women are sent for, servants are marshalled, 
dusters, mops, and brooms are brought into 
use. Workmen appear, not by magic, but by 
previous arrangement; carpets are rolled 
into place. windows are washed, walis 
are wiped, pictures are uncovered and 
rehung, fires are lit, beds are made; there 
is something to eat; one room emerges from 
chaos into a likeness of its old self ; but you go 
to bed wishing you had but one residence and 
had stayed in it. With the morning, however, 





you wake refreshed, all your aids about you, 
the ecg changed, and by nightfall n you 
are half inclined to wonder if you ly have 


been away all this summer. Even if you have 
sat in your easy chair and ordered all this it is 
a nervous strain full of fatigue, and you and al! 
about you realize that a home is not even kept, 
to say nothing of its being won, without ever- 
recurring exertion. 
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CHAPTER XXXVI. 
“TLL HUNT YOU OUT YET.” 


man flushed angrily at her reply. 

a fumph! You are ashamed of your brother 
because he happens to be down in the world 

st now.” 
am Your simply being ‘down in the world,’ as 
you express it, Wilhelm, would not make me 
‘ashamed’ of you; but if you have gambled 
away all your money, as well as mine, as you 
have led me to infer, I certainly cannot depend 
upon you for future support ; while, if you are 
leadinyz a life of dissipation, as your appearance 
indicates, I think it will be better for us not to 
meet,” Violet answered, somewhat coldly. 

“You —— saucy minx,” he began, —— 
** you shall tell me where you live,” and he la d 
a heavy hand upon her shoulder. 

**T shall not tell you anything more about 
myself, and you can release me at once, or I 
appeal to that ew yonder,” Violet said, 
calmly and resolutely. . 

She ulanced at an officenmpo was pacing 
back and forth down by the corner of the 

e street, as she spoke. 

Doub less Wilhelm Mencke knew that she 
would be as good as ber word, for his hand 
dropped by his side, though an angr oath 
escaped him at her obstinacy, while he a rmed 
that * he would yet ferret her out.” 

Then he moderated his tone all at once, and 
asked, in a sort of shamefaced, appealing way : 

“Do you happen to have a little money that 
you can spare me, Violet? Iam dusedly hard 
up this morning.” 

A curl of scorn wreathed the girls beautiful 
lips at this unmanly request, but she quietly 
drew forth her purse, and taking a five-dollar 
bill from it, passed it to him. ; 

His eyes gleamed greedily as he grasped it 
and shoved it into the depths of a pocket. 

Then he turned and began to shuffle off, 
remarking that “‘he was dry and guessed he 
would go and get a glass of beer.” 

He stopped after he had gone a few steps, 
however, and looking over his shoulder, re- 
marked, with a malicious !eer : 

“You may imagine that you are cute enough 
to outwit me, my pretty little sister, but I am 
going to hunt you out yet. and then I 1] pay you 
a social call.” 

Violet was filled with dismay at this threat, 
for she could conceive ot nothing more_morti- 
fying and embarrassing than that Wilhelm 
Mencke, with his bloated and disfigured face, 
his soiled and untidy apparel, should present 
himseif at the aristocratic residence of Mr. 
Lawrence on Fifth avenue and claim relation- 
ship with her. 

She quickly retraced her steps.to Broadway, 
bitterly regretting that she had left that street 
at ati, and then she walked wean A up town 
until ahe was sure that Wilhelm Mencke could 
not see her, when she took a car and went 
home. resolving that she would be very care- 
ful herea ter about being found in that portion 
of the city alone. 

Wilhelm Mencke, after the last tempestuous 
interview with his wife in London, suddenly 
made up his mind that it would be as good a 
time as any to shirk all future obligations of a 
domestic nature, and accordingly he took 
‘*French leave,’ proceeding directly toGlasgow, 
where he secured a cheap passage in a steamer 
bound for the United States. 

Arriving in New York, he reasoned that he 
could lose himself there more success:ully than 
anywhere else, and, securing a lodging in one 
of the poorer portions of the city, he devoted 
the most of bis days to sleep and beer-drinking 
and his nights to gambling, the passion for 
which had become insatiable. 

Sometimes he won, at others he lost ; at any 
rate, he led a miserable existence, sinkin, 
lower and lower in the mire of indolence an 
dissipation, losing his self-respect—what little 
he originally possessed—and becoming a volun- 
tary outcast from all respectable society. 

Violet was exceedingly disturbed by her 
meeting with him, and for a long time after- 

ae ward she could not be persuaded to go out, 
i even to ride, so afraid was she of another en- 
counter with him, 

Her excuse to Mr. Lawrence whenever he 
invited ber to accompany himself and Bertha 
anywhere, was that a dressmaker and necess- 
ary spring sewing claimed her time and pres- 
ence ; therefore, that gentleman and his daugh- 
ter were obliged to drive by themselves during 
the next few weeks. 

She continued to devote herself assiduously 
to her duties in the school-room, so that the 
& ¥ master of the house seldom saw her now, ex- 
ee cepting at dinner time, and this caused him no 
k 4 little uneasiness and chagrin, because he had 
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been gradually growing to realize, of late, that 
her companionship bad become necessary to 
his happiness, 

Ore evening he was sitting alone in his 
library, and he fell to musing upon his uncom- 
fortable state of affaire. 

ih ** 1 suppose it is because of her extreme con- 
Bet scientiousness,” he told himself. ‘ She thinks 
F because she is hired for certain ducies she 

“ must not be tempted from them for her own 
personal enjoyment. Hum! she is a charming 
little body, a perfect sunbeam in the house— 
why shouldn’t I keep her here always? I am 
a middie aged man I know, but my heart is 
young and I love young company. I 
wonder if it would be right to ask 
her to share the future with me. She 
seems Co ve alone in the world, she receives no 
letters—no friends come to visit her and I bave 
never heard her speak of a relative. It almost 
seems as if there must be some mystery con- 
nected with her history ; but she is good and 
true, I am sure, for her daily life is beyond re- 
proach. Her tastes are dainty and refined, her 
education excellent, her manners charming and 
in person she is certainly very beautiful; she 
would make a most delightful mistress for 
such a home as this and why should I no: 
marry her if I can win her? True I am old 


2 enough to be her father, but older men than I 

C eho have married even younger girls than Vioict. 
Bs I could give her every luxury and shieid her 
Fs from every ill, while, snould she outlive 
$f me, as she probably will, she would have a 


: handsome fortune at her disposal.” 


The wealthy banker sat long considering the 
wisdom of offering his hand to the young 
governess, Evidently Violet bad no prior 
attachment he thought ; she seemed happy and 
contented in his home and appeared to love 
Bertha most tenderly, while, on the other hand, 
the child was devotedly attached to her. 

Before he had retired to rest, he had resolved 
we his utmost to induce Violet to become his 
wife, 

“I will not interfere with her duties now,” 
he mused, “‘ for she thinks there have already 
been too many interruptions to the lessons : 
but we shall soon go away from the city for the 
summer— which will try to make one lon 
delightful holiday for her and Bertha—an 
when she resumes her place in this household, 
I hope it will be upon an entirely different 
footing.” 

A little later he broached the subject of going 
away for the summer to his residence up the 
Hudson, and the bright look which illuminated 
Violet s face, at the thought of going into the 
country, assured him that he could not have 
proposed a greater pleasure for her. 

But her eyes suddenly lost their gladness, for 
it occurred to her that possibly Mr. Lawrence 
had not thought of including tL in his plans 
for the season and she had no idea what she 
should do, or where to go if she should be left 
behind. 

But his next words reassured her upon that 
pete, pet set her heart beating with hope and 
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one Ferny = iter ev = a — 
spending a even a e villa, 
whese Violet had charmed "hens with her 
music and her rare conversational powers. 

“She is certainly a beautiful and accom- 
plished woman,” was the thoughtful reply, 
** but it does not seem right to me, that one so 
young should marry a man so many years her 
senior.” 

* Well, it is not exactly according to nature,” 
returned the first speaker, ‘‘and yet there is 
something to be said for, as well as against, 
such a union. If I had a lovely daughter, like 
Miss Huntington, I would much prefer she 
would marry a man of Horace Lawrence’s 
stamp, for he is an honorable and cultivated 

ntleman, than any of the majority of brain- 
ess, idie fellows who frequent society nowa- 
days. He would love her better, shield her 
more tenderly, and make her happier.” ° 

“You may be right—but I hope she will not 
marry him all the same,” was the grave re- 
sponse, Then he added with a sudden bright- 
ening up of his face, “‘ I know just the young 
man whom a girl like that ought to marry— 
who would makes just the kind of a husband 
she ought to win. 

**I shall began to think that you are turning 
match maker, my friend,” laughed the first 
speaker, ‘‘or match-spoiler, I'm afraid my 
friend Lawrence might gay. Who is this 
young paragon of the nineteenth century ?” 

** My partner.” 

“What, young Richardson !” 

“Yes; they would make an ideal couple ac- 
cording to my way of thinking,” answered Mr. 
Harlow, for strange as it may seem, Wallace’s 
partner was spending a few weeks in that 
vicinity, and a mutual friend had introduced 
him to Mr. Lawrence, and thus he met Violet. 

“It is not often that two ideals marry each 
other,” replied his friend, smiling. ‘‘ The way 
the world goes in the majority of instances, 
some miserable stick gets one of the nicest 
little wives in the world, and vice versa. Per- 
haps, however, there is a wise economy in the 
arrangement; but matrimony, worked out on 
that line, is a problem to puzzle a better brain 
than mine. S:ill, as you say, Richardson is an 
ideal fellow—one in a thousand ; only he seems 
older than his years ; he has had some trouble, 
hasn't he?” 

*“Yes; but I don’t know the nature of it, 
exactly ; he is very reticent ; and of course, I 
would not attempt to force his confidence. 
wish though he had a nice wife; I would really 
like to introduce him to this charming Miss 
Huntington,” Mr. Harlow remarked, with an 
earnestness that made his friend smile again 
at bis taste for match-making. 

How strange that the lives of Wallace and 
Violet should have thus flowed so near each 
other without touching; but so it often is in 
this world of cross purposes and mysteries, 


(To be Continued.) 










































































“ Are you fond of the country, Miss. Hunt- 
ington?” he asked, wondering with some mis- 
giving, what had made her grow so grave ail 
at once. « 

“* Yea, indeed ; in the summer there is nothing 
more delightful than the country,” she an- 
swered, eagerly. 

**T am glad to hear you say that, for I have 
been wondering if we could persuade you to 

o with us when we leave town,” the wily 
fener returned, making it appear that she 
would be doing them a favor by going with 
them. ‘“‘ Would you prefer a summer on the 
Hudson or a sojourn by the sea? I have alsoa 
villa upon Long Island,” he pursued, watching 
the play of her features to see if she really had 
any choice in the matter. ; 

Violet dearly.loved the sea as we already 
know ; but she liked the Highlands also, and 
she hesitated a moment before replying. 

“Tam sure [ should be a happy in either 
place,” she at length said with a smile, “and I 
should rather not express a preference ; that 
ought to be as you and Miss Bertha desire, I 
think.” 

He ‘smiled at her modesty, then after con- 
sidering the point remarked : 

“We will go to Oak Heights on the Hudson 
for the remainder of this month and next; 
then we will spend August and September by 
the sea. How will that suit, Miss Bertha?” 
Bat his eyes were fixed on Violet’s glowing 
face as he put the question. 

“That will be very nice, papa,” the child 
replied, delightedly, ‘‘ and I know we shall have 
a much pleasanter time this summer than we 
did last, if Miss Huntington is to go with us, 
for nothing ever gets out of fix or goes wrong 
where she is.”’ 

Mr. Lawrence gave vent to a low, apprecia- 
tive laugh at this remark, and thought that 
Bertha certainly had the right of it. 

‘“*Thank you, dear,” said Violet, flushing, 
while she laid her hand teats upon the 
child’s shoulder. ‘‘ I ought to feel ver oe 
complimented with such a tribute as that, an 
I am sure I am charmed with the plan for the 
summer. I had hardly given a thought to 
what was going to become of me during vaca- 
tion time ; I did not realize it was so near.” 

“TI don’t think we could get along without 
you,” Bertha returned, affectionately; “do 
you, papa?” 

Mr. Lawrence flushed at this. 

““{ think it will be very pleasant for us all 
to have Miss Huntington with us,” he said, 
quietly. 

A week later they were all settled in their 
beautiful home on the Hudson, and Violet felt 
more content and at ease than at any time 





High Play Amongst Women. 

There was a lady at Baden-Baden whose 
luck at the gaming tables was extraordinar 
and attracted general comment. She explaine 
the secret of her success one day to a friend by 


since her disagreeable encounter with Wilhelm | telling her that she invariably followed the 
Mencke. lead of some person who seemed to be playing 
She had lived in constant fear that he would | in good luck, When doctors adopt a thing for 


their own wives and families, you may be 
pretty sure it is a good one. This is the case 
with the undervest just introduced for ladies 
‘and children, and registered under the name 
of the Health Brand. Every vest of this make 
is stamped plainly with the word ‘ Health.” 
Ask your doctor what they are. He will know, 
and will propably tell you that his own _———_ 
bay, 4 them, They are for sale by W. A. Murray 


find out where she resided and make himself 

obnoxious, both to her and to Mr. Lawrence; 

but now she was sure that he would never 

think of looking for her in any place so far 

away from the city, and she gave herself u 

_ all her heart to the enjoyment of her holi- 
ay. 

Mr. Lawrence insisted that there should be 
no lessons as the vacation season. 

Violet looked blank at this injunction, and 
told him that she feared she should not be 
doing her duty to spend the summer in idle- 
ness. 

* Just _— up the time to getting strong and 
vigorous for work wher you return,” Mr. Law- 
rence said, pleasantly. ‘I will provide you 
with all the amusing reading that you desire 
for yourself and Bertha, and you may give me 
all the music that you will; but there shall be 
no regular routine. no set duties. Make your- 
self and Bertha happy, and I shall be more 
than satisfied.” ; 

“*T imagine there are very few governesses 
who fare like this,” Violet mused, when think- 
ing over her patron's kindness afterward. ‘I 
am sure Mr. Lawrence must be a man in a 
thousand, and I believe I am beginning to be 
very fond of him. If Wilhelm had only been 
like him how happy I might have been in my 
own home—all the sud experiences of last year 
would never have come upon me,” she con- 
cluded, with a heavy sigh. 

Mr. Lawrence not only gave Violet and her 
charge permission to be happy, but he exerted 
himself in every possible way to contribute 
toward this result, 

He planned long, delightful rides during the 
early morning, after which they would sit in 
the cooi shade of one of the mammoth trees on 
the lawn, while either Mr, Lawrence or Violet 
| read aloud from some entertaining book. 
After lunch. or during the warmest portion of 
the day, they rested; then in the cool of the 
evening they would ride again, either in the 
carriage or on horseeback—for Mr. Lawrence 
owned some fine saddle-horses—or take a de- 
lightful sail upon the river. 

Violet had never been so happy since her 
early childhood; life was like a beautiful 
poem—a dream of delight. 

There was only one drawback to it all; the 
shadow of death—the supposed untimely death 
of her young husband—still hung over her, 
saddening many hours and causing many 
bitter tears. 

** Oh, if Wallace were only here to share all 
this with me! How can Feaee all the long, 
analy years before me?” was the sad lament 
which too often escaped her lips. 

But, though her grief was strong and deep 
seated, she kept it to herself. She never men- 
tioned that she had any secret trouble, nor re- 
ferred in any way to her past. 


Then the summer months glided by, and Vio. 
let was more than content to feel that she was 
doing good, in helping to form a lovely and 
neble character in the motherleés and aftiicted 
child who had been committed to her care; 
this thought was like a silver fringe to the 
cloud which shadowed her own life. 

Every day, too, spent in Mr. Lawrence’s so- 
ciety, revealed more and more that was grand 
and chivalrous in his nature, and she grew to 
look up to and regard him much as an elder 
daughter might regard a fond, kind father, 





Mr. Doodle (¢iie caricaturist)—Ha, ha! Ihave 
it; [lldraw aman with an axe cutting up a 
boarding-house pie.— Life, 





His Pet Puss. 
Yes, a most remarkable cat. 

had it ten years, and of course it’s too old to 

catch rats or mice; but what do you think it 
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never once suspecting that he was cherishing 
& warmer sentiment for her, and planning to 
offer her the first place in his heart and his 
nome fi k in A 

e first week in August they removed to 
the villa on Long Island, and here eight weeks 
more were spent in an equally delightful man- 
ner. 

They all loved the sea and much of their 
time was passed =n itin yacht or sail-boat, 
or strolling along the beach upon its margin. 

At one time they made a three weeks’ ex- 
cursion in a yacht, with some of Mr. Law- 
rence’s friends, who occupied a villa next their 
own; thus Violet made some acquaintances ; 
and during these two months she saw more of 
— than she had since her flight from Men- 

one, 





did? Our boy cent home a sign marked 


“admittance free” from somewhere and the 

other night we caught the cat with that sign 

trying to fix it on the rat-trap so as to drum up 

suelaaes and catch custom.—Philadelphia 
‘imes., 





The Preferred Medicine. 


“Mamma, you haven't given me any dimes 
and nickels,” complain Jimmy Shattuck, 
or peptone eg 

“ Oo you mean, Ji op Mrs. 
Shattuck in am rise. me mr 
octor said I needed a little 
change.”—Chicago Inter-Ocean, 





Mr. Lawrence accepted several invitati The Only Pullman for New York is 
dinners and pesepeions, and shes soanieias via Erie Ry., leaving Toronto 4.55 p.m. 
Comfort is everyth while traveling and 


number of times, for, as it happened, a at 
many people whom he knew haa come to end 
the summer in that vicinity. 

Violet and Bertha were always present upon 
these occasions, Violet doing the honors, like 
an elder daughter, with charming grace and 
ease, thus betraying that she had always been 
accustomed to moving im cultivated ci 

The eyes of some of Mr. Lawrence's friends 
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To Correspondents. 


(Correspondente will addrese—‘' Correspondence Column” 
Sarurpay Nieur Office.) 
E. Torsy —See Myrtle. 
A Wirz —I cannot advice you in there columns. 
Neta.—Generous, self-assertive, cheerful and resolute. 
Dresis. —W: 
Ma=« 
Aust Karts.—I see no material difference between your 
writing and that of Dee bis. 


Jrssiz W.— Your writing indicates earnestness: f purpore, 
caution, courage and self-will!. 


Haips8.—Decision, prudence, reserve, order and courage 
are noticeable in your writing. 

Dots —Order, cheerfulness, activity, impulse ard tin- 
cerity are shown by this specimen. 

Buta Bounce —Generosity, indecision, self esterm and 
carelessness are shown in your writing. 


Myrtig.—You are probably sensitive, industrious, de- 
cisive, rather in lined to be selfish, but sincere. 


Macors.— Carelessness, a disposition to arsert your own 
self and opinions, some industry and selfishness. 

FavstivaA.—Writing exhibits order, selfishness, tireless 
activity, some self-esteem and much tenderness. 


Cuerry VALLeY.—Your writing displays a lack ¢f order 
and resolution. You are genial, cheerful and practical. 


Sancho Panza.—Steady ambition, courage, sincerity, 
mirth. self-esteem and order are exhibited by your writing. 


ALBXANDRINA.—Writiog testifies that you are ambitious, 
a pute careless, somewhat vivacious and strongly eelf- 
reliant. 


C. N. W.—You are probably decisive, rather generou.’ 
affable, ostentatious, not particularly sersitive and de- 
cidedly orderly. . 

BLoomrikLD.—You are witty, erratic, rather tender- 
hearted, sensitive, yet self assertive. Should advise the 
** missionary ” by all means, 

Harry.—Writing indicates a rather indolent tempera- 
ment, a retiring disposition, some perseverance, consider- 
able sympathy and a nice sense of justice. 

Brrrna O.—You are, evidently, of an impulsive temper- 
ament and fond of luxury and approbation. You are rather 
ambitious but not se.f-confident, and inclined to be ces- 
pondent. 

Neassa.—The esa is that of a warm-hearted, 
energetic girl. eyes show determination and shrewd- 
ness, the mouth vivacity in conversation and much cheer- 
= Would think you were rather cautious but fickle 
—oh, yes. 

McGinney.—How-do, Mr. McG.! Does your township 
adjoin that of the man who we. t “down” last winter? The 
writing enclosed denotes a great deal of self-esteem and 
generosity. You are cordial, rather sensitive, somewhat 
reserved and obstioate. 


Buve Beit.—Your writing shows a little vanity, good 
nature, sincerity and irresolution. 2. If I were you I would 
not attempt to clean the gloves at home. The operation is 
so cften an unsatisfactory ohe, and the charge for ordinary 
lengths at the cleaners is only a matter of ten ceuts. 


HBART .—Yon misunderstood me in my previous 
answer, You aeked me for a .riticism, and I gave it with 
Lo objéct save that of helping you. I am glad to have been 
of any assistance to you and will be quite ready to an wer 
apy questions Which I may be able to in the time to come. 

Per-Test, Grimsby.—The eyes show tenderness and 
honesty, the nose ical judgment, the mouth kindli- 
ness and impulse, the chin a self-will amounting alm: st to 
obstinancy. There are indications of love for music with 
ambition, but a lack of perseverance. Have returnea 
photo. 

Ssriovs.—The mouth indicates an impulsive tempera- 
ment, the chin is rather indecisive, the eyes are languid, 
vhoughtful and a little insincere. The eyebrows show 
tenderness and amiability, the nose a want of tact. The 
brow is hidden by a thick bang and can show nothing 
whatever. 

ImpuLss —1. It is ame good now. 2. Make a wash cf 
borax for it, and with great care. Hair with a dis- 
position to be oily may require some care to keep it pleas- 
ant to the touch, but it makes up wonderfully for that by 
its beautiful ¢lose when braided. I am ged to hear from 
you, and I trust you will write me again if you think I can 
assisted you. 

Fioy.—I am rather unwilling to begin answering quee- 
tions regardiry horoscopy in this column. 2. Your writing 
indicates irresolution, some selfishness and self-esteem, a 
batty temp-r, but much cheerfulness in the face of troub'e. 
3. The salary wo.ld depend altogether upon the business 
house. It would be small but sufficient for modest needs. 
Watch the “‘ Want” column in the dailies. 

Pre —No, I wou'd not advise you to put the name in 
quotations. There is seldom much of a confusion. 
And the name of a residence looks much better 
without qe eg aaah baa indicates a 
generous, pature, ment, courage, 
keen sense of justice and considerable self-esteem. Your 
letter was a very t one, and I am glad indeed to be 
able to assiet you in the least. 

CaLLER Herrixe, Ottawa.—It is likely that you mean 
Thomas Chatterton, a boy poet who lived in the early part 
of the eighteenth century. Some of his poems are very de- 
lighiful. 2 Yes, Marmion was set as High School litera- 
ture, some years ago, but the authorities afterwards sub- 
stituted other matter in its place. 3. Writing shows power 
of concentration, curtness of manner and speech, some 
selfishness and self esteem and a wonderful amount of 
practical common sense. 

25, 9.90.—It would be unssfe for me to recommend any 
preparation for darkening the hair. Of course the natural 
color will be awkward fora time, and I think your best 

would be to see a reliable hairdreeeer and let him treat 
tforyou. 2. If you want the gown really stylish you can- 
not do better than cover it with black net or lace The 
combination ef black and the yellow tones is a favorite 
one, which will hold much favor during this winter. Your 
writing shows self-will, resolution, self reliance, ten¢ ency 
to jealousy and fondness of approbation 

Spes.— Dear me, what a question you ask. Do you sup- 
fen that I want to get myself tangled up as a witness in a 

ach of promise case? If I say you are not suited—that 
the curves of her ‘‘i’s” will mean mischief when the heavy 
down-strokes of your ‘“‘u’s” come into authority, what 
will you do sbout it? Mo, no! I shali be careful Your 
writing indicates a dislike for ostentation, strong will, some 
eelf-esteem, generosity and a disposition to be despondent. 
The enclosed ¢ enotes a prartical nature, resolution, caution, 
vivacity and a great deal cf desirable tenderness. 


Jim sends me four lines scrawled on a sheet of payer, 
with a very bad lead pencil, and asks me to delineate the 
prominent ¢ haracteristics of the wiiting. The salient one 
81 ziness, Jim. I regret to aseert it so potitively but the 
truth must out. Then comes indecirion to an extent which 
roakes all ¢fforte {or good and better, spasmodic ones at best. 
Contrary to the oft-expreesed opinion that men have no 
conscience I see some dashes of it here, ard, though it 
might be healthier, it certainly wili wage a good warfare 
with the leaning towards the dolce far niente of life. 

TamarHita.—You have certainly arrived at a time of li’e 
which is delightful. 1 differ from those who consider the 
scnool days the happiest ones. 2 As to “ cutting” people 
as you say, I am afcaid I scarcely understand you If you 
mean the ignoring of an acquaintance | cannot agree with 
you. There are, of course, people to whom you are intro- 
duced whom you do pot wish to know, but “‘ cutting” ones 
a quaintances is in extremely bad taste. 3. Your writing 
shows intuitive perception, a thoughtfulness which has in- 
duced rather too serious a temperament with some firmness 
and ambition. You are doubtiess eensitive and sffection- 
ate. 4 Ishall be pleasea to hear from you at any time, 
end will aid vou in anv way thatI can. @S="+" 

SELLE G., -—You are far from right in up- 
posing that geraniums will not grow from sed. I have 
often noticed little seedlings about a large plant, in the 
late summer, th ugh of course you cannot depend upon 
its color. They generally prove quite as hardy as the 
plants grown from slips. Bu'bs should be in water now, if 
jou @+ sire them for¢arly flowering. I would recommend 

yacinths, tulips, crocuses and the Japanese sacred lily. 

ly of the valley are aleo very pretty, but they do not 
always repay the trouble as the other buibs do. I am 
afraid that your valla lily has been badly treated. It 
should be allowed to dry out in July, and when the earth 
is dry as dust, and nota vestige of green remains above 
ono sok. yan eae be sure it is resting well. Toen in Sep 
tember repot it, in rich black loam with some sand, water 
it well, and keep rather warm. If this treatment does not 
nduce it to give you beautiful flowers in rapid succession, 
it will be strange indeed. 


The Worst of All, 


“Tam so troubled about my husband,” said 

Mrs. Badman, seeking sympathy from the 

r’s wife. “He goes from bad to worse ; 

e is an infidel and an atheist and now he says 
he is an agnostic and doesn’t know anythin 

and doesn’t believe anything and doesn’t thine 
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rte later.” rolled the pastors wits 
ow uble ; 

band thinks he knows how to cook." ai acl 


A Clever Milliner, 
. A Pte , ealitaee Bas made a tom-atetice by 
eaching parrot say every tim fai 
client enters, ‘‘ Oh, ain’t you just lovely ” r 
ER a en 
Tested Tempers. 
“ So Jack is married, eh? Do t fl 
get along well with his wife?” on Seale 
“I'm quite sure he will. The 
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~ SAVOY HOTEL — 
@Victoria Embankment 


LONDON 


“* The Hotel de Luxe of the World.” 
MAGNIFICENT RIVER VIEW 
LUXURIOUS SUITES WITH 


. BATH ROOMS 
SHADED ELECTRIC LIGHT EVERY. 
WHERE. NO GAS, 


SAVOY KESTAURANT 


Wirn Larce TeRRACE. THE FINEST AND 
On.ty Open-AIR RESTAURANT IN LONDON, 
0° e Em ent and Gardens. 
THE CUISINE RIVALS THE MOST 
FAMOUS CONTINENTAL AND 
AMERICAN RESTAUKANTS. 
Chef de Cuisine, M. Escorrirer, 
' Acting Manager, M. EcHENARD, 
General Manager M. RITZ. 








CURE 


Sick Headache and relieve all the troubles inci- 
dent to a bilious state of the system, such as 
Dizziness, Nausea. Drowsiness, Distress after 
eating, Pain in the Side, &c. While their most 
remar! success has been shown in curing 





sic 


Headache, yet Carter’s Litrie Liver Pitts 
are equally valuable in Constipation. curing 
and preventing this annoying complaint, while 
they also correct all disorders of the stomach, 
stimulate the liver and regulate *he bowels. 
Even if they only cured 


HEAD 


Ache they would be almost priceless to those 
who suffer from this bees teen g | complaint; 
but fortunately their goodness does not end 
here, and those who once try them will find 
these little pills valuable in so many ways that 
they will not be willing to do without them. 
But after all sick head 

is the bane of so many lives that here is where 
we make our great boast. Our pills cure it 
while others do not. 

Carter's Lirrie Liver Pitts are v7 small 
and very easy to take. One or two make 
a dose. They are strictly vegetable and do 
not gripe or purge, but by their gentle action 
= all who use them. In vials at 25 cents; 

ve for $1. Sold everywhere, or sent by mail. 


CARTER MEDICINE CO., New York. 


Gall Pi, Small Dose, Small Price, 

















JAMES GOOD & CO. 


Sole Agents, Toronto 
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C & package. For sale If 
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Jewell & Kinnear 


The merchants and protessional gentle 
men of Toronto preter to lunch at the Col- 
same choir for two years withou qaavsting” o nt, 

“ Lingering with pena the feadieg of 5 sna enlns SsOhaBOenPIASUINUIE "Wea saan 
newspaper ees I would = 


rather be scaided to death than linger | class. 
with some burns.—Teons St/tings 
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CHAPTER VI. 
COLONEL CALLANDER’S LETTER. 


With all his diligence Standish found, when 
he reached his rooms that afternoon, he had so 
little time left that it would be almost an im- 
possibility to catch the 5.30 train to Eastport. 
He was, however, ready to make the attempt 
when, among the notes and letters which had 
come since he started that morning, was an 
unusually thick envelope, directed in Cal- 
lander’s handwriting. 

Tnis changed his plans, It would be foolish 
to start before reading what Callender had to 
say, and doing so would compel him to lose the 
train, a 

He opened the letter, glanced at it, and ring. 
ing for the man who waited on him, eens 
directed that no visitor should be admitted. 
Then, drawing his chair near the window, he 
began, with interest which deepened at every 
word, to read the long epistle addressed to 


hi 0, 
«I have been going to write to you, Standish 
ever since Dorothy proved to me how greatly I 
have oo ou in my mind. I have begun 
once or twice, but, somehow, my brain would 
not keep clear or steady, there is sucha cloud 
troubling and confusing me; but last night, as 
I lay awake, battling with my thoughts as 
usual, something seemed to break away in 
heart or head, and light came to me. 

“IT don’t think Iam mad, but Iam not what 
1 used to be, and there is a strange spirit—not 
rdens, my own—urging me at times, with a force I 
ST cannot resist, to do many things. Ever since 
Dorothy showed me the truth I have wanted 
to tell you everything, for you loved her, not as 
1 thought, but as a true elder brother, and you 
will understand me—perhaps you will help me. 

‘* When she left me in India it was a rueful 
day. Then I was ill; after, I recovered. Her 
letters were not the same; they were cold, 
constrained. How mad I grew, with an agon- 
ized longing to see her again, to hold her in 
my arms! mother wrote often. She did 
not like you; Ido not know why, but she did 
not. She was always repeating how my dar- 
ling and Dorothy preferred being with you to 
anyone else, even to Egerton, who was so 
superior. It was a long time before she roused 
the devil within me, but she did at last. Then 
Icame home. The voyage was a long warfare 
bet ween the heaven of anticipated reunion and 
the hell of doubt. I used to be so sacure of 
her, of myself, of everything. Now, sleeping 
or waking, I was always struggling on the 
verge of precipices over which it was destruc- 
tion to fall. 

‘** Whea she met me in London, she was so 
sweet and kind that I thought all was well 
that she was the same beloved Mabel I had 
left, that 1 was all to her I had been. Whether 
my joy at meeting was too fierce, too intense, I 
cannot tell; but ina few—a very few—days, I 
thought I felt a change; a faint, gentle chill 
like the first breath of the, night-wind ; but 
put the idea from nie. ought with it for 
days and weeks ; sometimes I had gleams of 
happiness and security too delicious for earth. 
Thea my mother would suggest hellish doubts; 
Ido not suppose she thought I would brood 
over them as I did, but ——God forgive her! 
All this time I saw that Egerton was seeking 
Dorothy for his wife. So far as an aan could 
interest or p!ease me, I was pleased. t last 
I proposed to Mabel, who seemed to 
me unwell and ill at ease, that 
should take a journey together some- 
where away from Dorothy, from che children, 
from everyone. I made her acceptance or re- 
jection ot this scheme the test of her —— 
tor me. I quivered with terror as I sugges 
it. Well, she accepted. During that drive to 
Rookstone, which was the last gleam of 
Heaven on my path, and for a while I hada 
little peace—not for long—she grew pale, and 
cold and nervous. I went to London; there 
she wrote to me in a curiou;, constrained tone. 
She said she was not strong enough to bear 
such a journey as I proposed! That decided 
me to kill her and you. I thought it, mind, 
not with fary, but with a calm, judicial sense 
of executing a judgment. The only mode by 
which I c,uld keep myself in hand was by pre- 
sersing silence. Wife, children, friends, fair 
fortua :, every good, had tecome cruellest evil, 
tortu ing me with poisoned darts. I used to 
sit siient and deadly in your midst, — 
back the madman's rage to kill—as best 

might! 

*“ At last, one evening, just before you left 
n3, 1 came into the drawing-room, and found 
Derothy putting flowers in a basket, The tea- 
table was set. asked her where Mabel was, 
She said, ‘ out driving with your mother.’ ‘And 
where is Standish?’ ‘He will be here, soon, 
; Mabel exp:cts him.’ I stood with my arm on 
the mantel-piece, gazing into the glass, yet see- 
ing nothing, and thinking—thinking. Sud- 
denly I saw the reflection of Mabel, coming 
through the open window. She must have 
come from the dining-room into the verandah, 
and so in by the window nearest me. She did 
not seem to see there was anyone in the room, 
but went to the round table, which was always 
covered with books —-you know the oval mirror 
that leant forward over it? Well, in that I 
saw her slip a folded paper into a book—the 
lowermost of a small pile—a green one with 
gold edges lay on the top. I kept my eyes on it, 
but as her back was to me, I sat down noise- 
lessly ia a chair. Presently she turned and 
perceived me. Then she uttered a_ little 
cry, ¢xme across the room to me, and kissed 
me more tenderly than she had done for many 
a day. Then I knew | could kill her! I pressed 
my finger and thumb round her soft, white 
throat—she little knew how near death was to 
her for a moment! She said,* you hurt me, 
dear,’ smiling in my face. I let her go, though 
I thought my heart would burst. Soon you 
came in, and Egerton, and Henrietta; while 
you spoke together, I went to the table, and 
took away the book. She was at the tea-table 
and never noticed. I hid the book, and after- 
wards found in it a folded sheet of paper, on 
which, in her writing, were these words: ‘I 
cannot resist your influence ; it was always too 
strong! For God’s sake do not urge me to 
leave all for you—you ought to have mercy on 
such weakneis! i fear him more every day— 
for he suspects, I know he does—and that idea 
overwhelms me, Go! keep far over | What- 
ever happens my heart will break I do be- 
seech you to go!’ There was neither address 
nor sigaature; but the expression * your in- 
fluence, it was always too strong,’ pointed to 

ou—it seemed confirmation strong as Holy 

Writ. I have destroyed the paper lest blame 
should ever touch her.” 

Here the unfortunate man had evidently 
stopped, and resumed after a pause of some 
hours, perhaps days. 

** It is a long, weary tale; it seems to me that 
I am writing of another, and I pity him pro- 
foundly, as I should never pity area My 
hatred of you grew deep and cunning; thers 
was no base, cowardly act I would not have 
done, could I have tortured you without bring- 
ing disgrace on my own name. But all throug 
my curious, agonizing mental struggles, I re- 
membered that my name belo to my 
children! You went away the day after or the 
day but one, 

“That seemed in obedience to her request. 
My mother said it was an immense relief .0 
her mind that you were safe out of the way. } 
silenced her flercely ; but even above my bura- 
ing desire for revenge on you, was my resolu- 
tion to save my darling m her cruel com- 
ments, her bitter jadament. Brooding over 
this, haunted by a hideous vision of being com- 
pelled for my honor’s sake to put away my 
wife, to drag her through the mire and filth of 
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hesitate at the sacrifice of friendship, honour, 
loyalty, or even the happiness of the woman he 
professed to love, 

It was: brutal, insensate, but Standish had 
no time to think of Egerton now. Callander’s 
case was a serious one. He must not be sus- 

ted; the terrible truth must not leak out. 
or the unfortunate criminal himself Standish 
felt the most profound pitv. He could not look 
on him as responsible, Disease was gaining 
fast upon him, but a jury would probably take 
avery different view of his condition. Come 
what might, he must be shielded from the 
consequences of his desperate deed. It must 
be kept profoundly secret. Dillon must be 
silenced. No breath of the dreadful truth 
must reach Dorothy’s ears; it was enough to 
kill her with horror. He (Standish) must get 
him out of the country. But how? Could he 
send the unhappy, half if not wholly insane 
man to wander alone, and Bae the climax to 
the dreadful story by murdering Egerton, or 
himself, or both, and so display the disgraceful 
facts to the world, covering the memory of 
poor, timid Mabel with obloquy ? 


Nor, if Callander went, as Henrietta Oakeley 
proposed, with her and Dorothy to make a 
temporary home abroad, would he ever know a 
moment's peace! The fatal brain disease from 
which he believed Callander was suffering was 
certain to increase, and God only knew what 
delusion might urge him to attack Dorothy. 
Standish shuddered and started to his feet as 
the idea flashed across him, For some moments 
he was stunned and incapable of forming any 
plan. But, 7 an effort, a strong exertion of 
self-control, he pulled himself together. He 
would go to Eastport that night. There was 
one more train. He could, at least, go and 
speak with Callander, and see how far he was 
capable ot hearing reason. He had been such 
a fine, high-minded, unselfish, chivalrous 
fellow ; surely some sparks of the old light 
must jinger in his poor, distraught brain. 
He might feel the necessity of a friend's shel- 
tering guidance. How could he, even in the 
profoundest aberration, lay a destroying hand 
upon his sweet, gentle wife? Had he been 
himself, and fit to guide her, a few wise, loving 
words would have put all right between them, 
and freed her from the unholy mesh in which 
Egerton had entangled her. But looking at 
the past by the light of the present, Standish 
felt convinced of what he formerly dimly 

essed at; that for some reason Mabel had of 
ate grown to fear her husband. 

“*T waste time pondering here when I ought 
to act,” he exclaimed, and taking Callander’s 
long confession, he enclosed it in a fresh, 
strong envelope, sealed it, and writing on it 
his own name, he added: ‘“‘to be destroyed in 
case of my death.” 


Then, with a heavy heart, he put a change of 
raiment into his . and having snatched a 
hasty meal, drove to Waterloo station. He was 
rather too soon for the eight-thirty train to 
Eastport, so he sat in the corner of the waiting- 
room, his legs stretched out, his hands deep in 
his kets, and his traveling cap over his eyes. 

There were few people about, and Standish, 
wrapped in his own troubled thoughts, was 
not conscious of their presence. He was,there- 
fore, startled when a tall, well-dressed man 
suddenly accosted him. 

‘ — Standish! Where are you bound 
or 

** Ah, St. John! 
in town.” 

‘TI have been up for ten days!” returned St. 
John, “and I am going down to Aldershot to 
see my sister, Lady Dashwood. Her husband 
is quartered down there. I’m dua at head- 
quarters the day after to-morrow. I was din- 
ing with your handsome cousin, Miss Oakeley, 
and missed my train. Little Miss Wynn, Mrs. 
Blackett, her son, and old Colonel Conway, 
made up the party. They said you had gone 
down to Fordsea to look after poor Callander.” 

**Missed my train, too,” returned Standish, 


eT 

*Bothin the same predicament, eh? Your 
ward, Miss Wynn, is looking as if she had 
cried her eyes out. ‘Pon my soul! it’s too bad 
to see such a pretty creature fretting herself to 


fiddle-strings.” 
growled Standish. 
























































legal proceedings, of the opprobrium of society, 
of moral annihilation, something whispered to 
me, ‘Have the courage to save her from 
all this—let the icy hand of Death 
send her unsullied to a _ better world, 
where the All-seeing alone can judge 
her.’ The idea would not, did not, leave me. 
It had an extraordinary fascination for me; 
even now, though I know my suspicions were 
wrong, I believe I did my best for her under the 
circumstances, 

‘*It was not murder, no—it was the act of 
the tenderest love. I wanted no revenge on 
her—I only wanted to save ber from shame and 
the bitterest grief. As a Christian, I believe 
in the happiness of the hereafter, and her sin 
was but slight now, only a womanish weak- 
ness which laid her at the mercy of a stronger 
will—a will backed by the force of her habitual 
obedience to it. If I hesitated, she mieht— 
almost surely would—break che social laws we 
are bound to uphold, and becom? an outcast. 
Had she not in her veins the blood of a mother 
who had outraged them? So I resolved to send 
my beautiful Mabel to Heaven, even while I 
affronted Hell for her sake. My logic is sound, 
Standish, is 1t not? She would have gone 
hence blameless! From me an _ inexorable 
judge would have demanded the price of blood, 
and for her sake I am content to pay it!” 


Here came some discontented, passionate 
sentences about the freedom of choice, the 
happiness of Heaven, the injustice of Fate, the 
boundless love of God, the possibility of the 
Persian belief in the final purification of the 
guiltiest by fire proving to be true,and Callander 
resumed his narrative more calmly. 

“This idea fascinated me. I had, from the 
fear of doing my dearest one harm in some un- 
governable fit of despair, remained in my own 
room on the piea of indifferent health, and 
there I thought out 77 - One night, just 
after you had gone, I uton my smoking 
jacket, and sat down to think, but I could not 
smoke, my mind was a sort of fiery mist, all 
the past unrolled itself, the happy hours, the 
sweetness and purity of my darling; should I 
allow shame totouchher? A voice said to me, 
‘The hour has come; let it not pass.’ I rose up, 
and took a long, keen knife,which Egerton had 
— me asa rey a he It was fine and sharp. 

went softly but boldly to herroom, I did not 
fear to meet anyone; I was not overstepping 
my right. Her door opened without noise ; 
she was not asleep;she said drowsily, ‘Is it 
you, Herbert?’ 

*** Yes,’ I said, ‘I cannot sleep. I think the 
sleeping medicine is here.’ 

‘** It is perhaps on the mantelpiece.’ I went 
to look, and stood there long, listening, till her 
calm, regular breathing told me she slept; 
then I took the candle and stole behind her, 
Her head had fallen forward, her pretty hair 
was gathered into a thick knot, and I saw the 
place where old Dowden, our surgeon, once 
told me (myself and one or two of ‘ours’) 
where a thrust might cause instantaneous 
death. Witha silent prayer that I might not 
fail, or cause her a moment’s pain, I struck 
deep and true with a steady hand. There 
was a slight sigh; the fair head fell a 
little further forward, and she was free— 
quite free; now she knows my motives 
she forgives me! I turned to go round, and 
looked into her angel face, when I trod on the 
sheath, which had fallen on the carpet, and 
knocked against the bed. This shocked me 
more than I can tell you, for there was some- 
thing terribly, sublimely sacred in that silent, 
motionless figure. To stir it rudely seemed 
sacrilege. I know not why, but I could not 
stay after that. I wiped the knife with my 
handkerchief. There was very little blood seen 
it. I wi what I could from the roots of her 
beautiful golden hair. Then I left her lyin 
there. I was not quite so steady when I clo 
the door behind me as when I opened it; for 
when I reached my room I found I had dropped 
the handkerchief. I went back and found it 
against the door. 

“*I felt a sort of relief as I sat down and 
thought of what I had done. She was safe. I 
had taken her sweet life, but I had kept her 
from evil tongues, from a terrible fate, and em- 
balmed her in the loving memory of those who 
could never reproach her. But now came the 
reflection that were I suspected the truth 
would ooze out, and the judgment upon her 
would be more unmerciful than ever. I had 
acted on impulse. Now it was my bounden 
duty to conceal my crime (as it would have been 
called), for her sake first, for my children’s, for 
the completion of my revenge on you. There 
was no time to lose, I lit the fire, which was 
always laid ready in my room, and thrust 
in the handkerchief that it might leave 
no trace. I hung up the knife in its 
accustomed place. 1 went softly to the 
side door. I often wandered out of a 
night unknown to ones? and the hinges 
were well oiled, then I took the ladder from 
the shed, and placed it as it was found. I 
crossed it, and lifted the bar which secured the 
shutters inside, letting it fall with what 
seemed to me a terrible noise, and entered the 
room again. By the dim night-light I kissed 
my darling, and put back the dressing-table 
which I had slightly moved. ‘Then I gathered 
up the watch, the locket, rings, bracelets thac 
lay on the table, and stole away once more to 
my own room. I rolled up the jewels in three 
parcels, and locked them away. Then I put 
on my dressing-gown, and sat down as if to 
write—so I waited, waited for the discovery. I 
think I must have become insensible or slept. 
I felt awfully exhausted. At last Collins came 
with my tea. I drank it, and still sat wonder- 
ing what would happen next, Then Mrs. 
M’Hugh burst in—You know the rest. I 
seemed but half alive after,and it was amazin 
how things lent themselves to my rude plan o 
concealment. 

**Now, I have nearly told you everything, 
Standish. My brain is growing dull and 
dreamy. I have always wonde why Ezer- 
ton shrank from me. Dorothy has explained 
why. She has restored my faith in you. When 
I knew the truth, it made me pitiless. The ir- 
reparable evil wrought by my mother infuri- 
ated me. I rushed to her and told her that, 
thanks to her cruel tongue, her son was what 
she would call a murderer. I wonder it did 
not kill her! My sufferings have been Grae 
though I have had long spells of torpidity. 
Since I came down to Fordsea, I have been 
conscious of an awful irresistible weariness 
of life. Like the unhappy Moor, whose story 
is so like my own, *My occupation’s o'er’ 
—no, not yet! I must settle my account with 
Egerton. I cannot rest till that is finished ; 
does he know this, that he keeps out of the 
way? Well, I can find him. If he lives asI 
do, I would not seek to cut short his career, I 
went a few aage ago to per grass ; L go often, 
but this time | accomplished what I long de- 
sired. I dug up the jewels I had buried on the 
hillside, to get that bangle she always wore ; 
1 have lo: for it. I seem to see her white 
arm and the glittering gold ring upon its snow. 
Do not touch the rest, Standish, let them lie 
where I laid them. Take care’ of my poor 
children, you and Dorothy must take care of 
them. Iam so Conparotety tired. When shall 
I find rest ?— Your friend, as of oid, 

“ HERBERT CALLANDER.” 


Standish was very white, and his teech were 
set when he laid down the last sheet of this 
long, sad, startling letter. 

1t was too true, then, Dillon’s clever disen 
tangling of the puzzle! What a terrible tragedy 
this destruction of two lives! His generous 
heart ached for the ruin, the ierties wrought 
by a spiteful tongu the selfish recklessness 
of @ man too a in a guilty passion to 


I—I didn’t know you were 


**Can’t wonder at it?” 
‘When you think of the awful blow she has 
had. Iam glad she appeared ; she is inclined 
to shut herself up.” 

“* That’s foolish—ain’t it?” 

**It’s one of those things that can’t be reasoned 
about.” 

‘* Have you seen Egerton?” pursued St. John. 

‘“*Exzerton? No; he is not in England.” 

“Oh, yes heis. I saw him in a hansom just 
now, coming across the bridge.” 

** Are you sure?” 

** As sure as I am that I see you!” 

‘“*I did not know he was coming back so 
soon!” exclaimed Standish, and fell into deep 
thought. It would be hard to meet Egerton 
and refrain from shooting him ; he was such 
an utter scoundrel. Yet he must keep him 
from encountering Callander. If this hap- 
pened, some frightful scene would ensue which 
would expose the whole truth to public gaze. 
His unexpectéd return would complicate mat- 
ters considerably. 

**So I suppose they will marry now, and then 
he’ll dry her tears for her,” St. John was say- 
ing when Standish again listened. 

* Who—what ?” he asked, rather impatiently. 

‘““Why your ward's. I suppose when the 
mourning is over he'll marry her—Egerton will, 
eh? They are engaged ?” 

**No, they are not. They never were. She 
never wanted him.” 

‘*Do you mean to say she would refuse such 
an offer? Why, there must be some other 
fellow in the field. Yourself, eh? Always 
heard you were a fascinating sort of chap. But 
the little girl has no tin, I fancy.” 

**Good night!” exclaimed Standish, starting 
up, “T must get my ticket,” and he rushed off 
abruptly. 

**What a blatant idiot that St. John is,” 
thought Standish, as he settled himself in a 
corner of his compartment ; ‘‘ and it’s uncom- 
monly lucky that Dorothy had the discrimina- 
tion to see through Exerton’s spurious love- 
making! Nine girls out of every ten would 
have been carried away by it! What preserved 
my little Dorothy? Profound penetration? 
No, that’s too big a thing. True instinct ?— 
more likely. Love for another ?—most likely of 
all; but who? She is an uncommon little pugs 
—and—I’m not sure I should quite enjoy seeing 
her fondly in love, and going to be married! Yet 
it would j best for her. This dreadful business 
will affect her future—affect it rather disastr- 
ously if any trial and ‘esclandre’ takes place, 
If Henrietta marries, what is to become of Dor- 
othy ?—even if she does not—they have only 
drifted together temporarily! What a womanly 
little creature Dorothy always has been! Why, 
I don’t think she has given me a kiss since she 
was twelve years old! Well, she must be 
taken care of whatever happens!” Then, half 
ashamed of dwelling so long on Dorothy's pos- 
sible love affairs when such grave and tragic 
matters lay betore him, Standish turned his 
thoughts to the problem of Callander’s future. 


Though feeling that the unfortunate man was 
scarcely responsible, he was conscious of a dis- 
tinct repugnance to the idea of meeting and 
roe touching hands with the murderer of 

is gentle, lovable ward ! 

‘*The mind must have been hopelessly im- 

ired,” mused Standish,” ‘‘ before a man like 

Jallander, a chivalrous gentleman, would de- 
liberately strike a woman in her sleep, and that 
woman his own beautifal wife! What may be 
not attempt in the future? Yet without dis. 
playing the very seamy side of the story, how 
can I ap for 1 autbority to put him 
under regtraint? It’s all infernally puzzling. 
Much will depend on the condition in which I 
find him, I almost hope he may never quite 
regain his original mental condition, or remorse 
for the fatal crime he has committed will be 
more than he could bear. As to letting Dorothy 
live with him—that is not to be thought of.” 


. . . . . . 


It was past eleven when Standish reached 
the well known Pier Hotel at Fordsea. 
Colonel Callander, the waiter said, had gone ; 
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“ ‘** Yes, Charley,” she said on Christmas eve, 
I will marry ye three months and one 
ay 


to his room some time before, so Standish 
would not hear of disturbing him. 
**T can see him to-morrow morning.” he said. 
a “ hour does Colonel Callander break- 
as 
‘*Nine sharp, sir. He goes out to boat or 
bathe very early, and comes in about eight- 
thirty—to-night he ordered fish and kidneys for 
breakfast, as he seemed to expect you might 
come, sir.” 
** Oh, very well! Give me some brandy and 
soda and I will go to bed too. 
This apparent hope of seeing himself seemed 
a good sign te Standish. If Callander was only 
capable of taking a rational view of his own 
op ee it would simplify matters; but Stand- 
sh dreaded the final stages of that most ter- 
rible disease—softening of the brain—which 
reduces the most gifted to the level of the 
** beasts that perish.” 
It was some time before Standish could sleep 
—when he did he slept heavily. ea 
The emotions of the day had fatigued as 
much as physical exertion would have done. 
When he woke the sun was high in the 
heavens and sparkling brightly on the rippling 
waters of the ete j All things seemed smiling | 
e 
| 


we _ , 

n arley was transported with delight 
until he stopped and reckoned up just when 
the wedding day wou!d come. 
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ing sense of not being equal to the task he had 
undertaken, 

When dressed and ready—it was nearly half- 
past eight—and taking his hat he sallied forth, 
thinking it might be less oppressive to meet 
Callander first in the open air. 

As he strolled slowly towards the hut where 
Old Jack, the boatman, sheltered himself 
among his boats drawn up beside it—every 
step recalled the happy hours he had spent on 
the beach with Mabel and Dorothy the previous 
autumn; chiciiy with Dorothy, for, as he re- 
viewed that happy holiday time, he remem- 
bered how often the partie carree broke into a 
tete-a-tete division—that Ezerton rarely left 
Mabe! till Callander arrived, while Dorothy and 
himself found so much to occupy and interest 
them that they rarely missed the others. 

And what an ending to such fair, tranquil, 
seemingly innocent days! To what a tragic 
conclusion they were blindly drifting ! 

Standish found Old Jack seated ia the stern 
of one of his boats, smoking a very black pipe, 
and looking cut so earnestly toward; the east 
headland that he did not hear the approaching 


step. 

**Good morning, Jack.” 

“Eh? Mr. Standish! Mornin’ sir—haven’t 
seen you down here this many a day, sir.” 

** No, I've been too busy to take a holiday.” 

“Not much of a holiday for you to come 
down here, sir,” said the rugged old salt with 
feeling. an, 

“That's true.” There was a pause—then 
Standish asked, ‘‘ Has the Colonel gone out to 
bathe to-day?” 

“Yes, sir. He goes a fishing or bathing 
every morning when heis down. Sometimes 
I go with him; but bless your ’art, sir, he 
never catches nothing! Forgets he’s holding 
the lines most of the time! He ough to be 
coming in about now,” putting a battered glass 
tohiseye. “isee nosignof him yet. When 
he gets the oars in his hands he rows sharp 
enough. You sit down a bit, sir—he’ll not be 
long—he went away tow'st the Head, where 
the ladies used to like to row, in the mornings 
—last autumn! Ah, well !—the ways of Provi- 
dence are pasi our knowledge! ” 

With a sigh, and a wise shake of the head, 
Old Jack resumed his pipe. 


(To be Continued.) 
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tacles at Brown’s, No. 110 Yonge street. No 
charge for testing the eyes, wy 


= CRAB-APPLE 
— RUSSO 


EXTRA CONCENTRATED 
-Adelicate perfume 

eu Cuae ela eel 
le choicest’ ever 
produced .— Court Journal 


ERE 


1177 NEW BOND St 





The Canadian Office and School Fur- 
niture Co., Limited 


PRESTON ONTARIO 
(Successors to W. Stahischmidt & Co.) 


Manufacturers of Office, School, Church 
and Ledge Furniture 


— 





OFFICE DESK \@ 5: 
Send for catalogue. 





BEECHAM’S PILLS 


ACTS LIKE MAGIC 


A’/{, SCOLOGNE 


Made in Cologne, Germany. The best in the world. 
Always ask for ‘* 4711.” 


ON A WEAK STOMACH 


FOR SALE BY ALL DEUGGISTS 


THE OWEN 
ELECTRIC BELT 


AND APPLIANCE CO. 











land we will send the Watch to you by ex- 
press, C. O. D. (all charges prepaid), with- 
out paying one cent. You can examine 
the watch at the express office and if you do 
not find it ali and even more than we claim 
for it, leave it, and you are only out your 
. time in looking at it. But if perfectly sat 
rs isfactory, pay the express agent our 
om special Cut Price of ®5.98 and 
take the watch. No watch like this 
oe was ever advertised in a paper 
ma before. No such Bargain ever 

ia offered. This is a Genuine GOLD 
wa PLATED WATCH, made of two 
m heavy plates of 18 karat solid 
Geld over composition metal,and 
im warranted inevery respect. It 
has solid bow, cap, crown and 
thumb pieces, beautiful hant- 
ing style, elaborately engraved 







Head Office 


Incorporated June 17, 1887, with a Cash 
Capital of $50,000 


- : - Chicago, Ml. 























y a LR Wy v A and decorated by h and, Joints, 
PACES 1 \ cap, crown, bezel and center 
an all AN are all accurately made, fitted 

: ~~ B ga and warranted. Beware of 
te @ imitations, Th» movement is 


a fine WALTHAR st 
m jeweled, quik 


e, richly 
18,000 


k train 





accurately 
adjusted, and warrar 
y time-keeper. A guarantee is sent with 
each Watch, These watches are sold 


Gents or 


° 


verywhere for $25.00. 

As a guarantee that this is the greatest bargain ever 

offered, that the watch is worth FAR more than the price 

asked, that nothing like this was ever offered before. We 

refer you to any WHOLESALE HOUSE IN TORONTO, 

Seal now, it’s YOUR ONLY CHANCE. Address, 
EARS & CO., 112 YONGE 8T., TORONTO, CANADA. 


JERSEY KOUMISS 


MANUFACTURED BY 


DAN TAYLOR & CO. 


DISPENSING CHEMISTS 








71 King Street West, Toronto, Ont. 


G. C. PATTERSON, Manager for Canada 

Dr. A. Owen, after years of experiment and study, has 
given to the world an Electric Belt that has no equal in 
this or any other ccuatry. Fully covered by patents. _ 

RUEU HATISM 
is found wherever man 1s found, aad it does not respect 
age, sex, coldr, rank or occupation. 

Medical science has utterly failed to afford relief in 
rheumatic cases. Although electricity has only been in 
use as a remedial agent for a few years, it has cured more 
cases of Rheumatism than all other means combined. 

Our treatment is a mild, continuous galvanic current, as 
generated by the Owen Electric Body Battery, which may 
be applied directly to the aff scted parts. 

WOMEN 

The Owen Electric Belt is par excellence the woman’s 
friend, for its merits are equal as a preventive and curative 
for the many troubles peculiar to her sex. It is nature's | 
cure. 

The following are among the diseases cured by the use 
of THE OWEN ELECTRIC BELTS: 

Rheumatism Disease of the Chest 





All physicians who have had experience with Jersey 
Koumiss say that its beneficial results are most marked in 
cases of Indigestion or Dyspepsia, Consumption or any de- 
rangement of the stomach. 


Price $1 per Doz., or 100. per Bottle 


Arcade Pharmacy 


133 Yonge Street 


Telephone 1108 














er + ama 

yspepsia mpotency Bie! y to rt of the city. 

Sciatica S>»xual Exhaustion S. 3 -eee ee Se z 

General Debil Spinal Diseades 

Gene ity 

— Ly ey —— Complaints Je you N G 

Kidney Disease Jrinary Diseases 

Female Complaints General Il-Health THE LEADING UNDERTAKER 
CHALLENGE, 847 Yonge Street, Toronto, 


TELEPHONE 679. 


We challenge the world to show an Electric Belt where 
the current under the control of the patient as com- 
pletely as this, We can use the same belt on an infant | 
that we use on a giant by simply reducing the number of | 
cella. The ordinary belts are not to. 

WE ALWAYS LEAD AND NEVER FOLLOW 
Osher belts Save been in the imarket for five and ten 
ears longer, but to-day there are more Owen Belts manu- 
actured and sold than all other makes combined. The 

people want the best. 

All persons desiring information quoting, the cure of 
ACUTE, CHRONIC and NERVOUS DISEASES please in- 
close S1X (6) CENTS and write for Illustrated Catalogue. 


THE O VEN ELECTRIC BELT CO. | 


| 
| 
71 King Street West, Toronto, Ont. | 


Mention this paper. 


~ TCURE FITS] 22a 


GIVEN AWAY YEARLY. 

When 

have them return again. 1M N ARADICALCUR 

Epilepsy or Faliing sicnnine a life-long study, I 

worst cases. Because others have failed is no for 

$RSS Bao tense 208 a Pune Bactie of my infatiible 
Office. It costs you for a trial, and it will 

M.C., Branch Office, sé T ADELAIDE STREET, 








DUNN'S 
BAKING 
POWDER 


THE COOK'S BEST FRIEND 
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j WwW. L. ees ARTIST 


STUDIO 81 KING 8T. EAST 


HAMILTON MacCARTHY, RC.A., 

SCULPTOR. Artist of the Col. Williams and Ryer- 
son monuments. Ladies’ and Children’s Portraits. Studio 
12 Lombard Street, Toronto. - 


F W. MICKLETHWAITE 
* PHOTOGRAPHER 
Cor. Jarvis and King Streets . = Teronte 


Spactatti1zs—Outdoor Views, Crayon Portraits. 
“THE BEST” 


GUNBEAMS r 


ELDRIDGE STANTON, Photographer 
116 Yonge Street and 1 Adelaide Street West 


Photographs of all sizes 
Sunbeams $1 per doz. 


Miss PLUMMER 
MODIST}E 
57 GLOUOESTER STREET 


ReOMS GOLDEN LION, R. WALKER 

& SONS, King St. East. 

MISS PATON has just returned from New York fully 
prepared to entertain and undertake the commands of her 
many patrons. Her rooms are now open and thoroughly 
equipped with the coming styles and modes, having the 
latest French, English and American fashions. Invites an 
early visit and inspection. 

Toronto, September 13. 


ae ~ eae 


Hon, G. W, ALLAN 
President. 


TORONTO 


OF MUSic 
FOURTH YEAR 
OVER 1,200 PUPILS LAST THREE YEARS 


Pupils may enter at any time. Send for 90 page calendar 

containing announcements for present season—gratis—to 
EDWARD FISHER, Musical Director, 

Cor. Yonge st. and Wilton ave. 





TORONTO. COLLEGE OF MUSIC, Ltd. 


In affiliation with the University of Toronto. 


Thorough musical education in all branches. SPECIAL 
ADVANTAGES. F. H. TORRINGTON, Musical Director’ 


(LATE OF THE ROYAL 


A. FV OGL ac 


sor Jarvie Bt. Bardi 
Church, Toronto, teacher of 
Piano, Organ and Musical Theory 
at the Toronto College of Music 
Residence 349 Jarvis Street 
Miss MARIE C. STRONG 


PRIMO-CONTRALTO 
OPEN FOR 


CONCERT ENGAGEMENTS 


Also receives pupils in Voice Culture and Pianoforte Play- 
ing, after September 1. For terms and circulars address 
30 Bond Street, Toronto. 


L»EerYp N. WATKINS 
303 Church Street 
Thorough instruction 2 Guitar, Mandolin and 
ither. 


E. WELLS 


Teacher of Piano and Elocution—Latest Method 
For terms apply 98 Gould Street. 
enlananatenggeeio iiasates 


W J. KIRKPATRICK 
* TEACHER OF VIOLIN 
Orchestral music furnished for evening parties, dinners, 


receptions, baz.ars, &c.; any number of competent musi- 
cians ; latest popular and standard music. Address— 


148 Davenport Road 


R. J. W. F. HARRISON 


Organist and Choirmaster of St. Simon’s Church and Musical 
Director of the Ontario Ladies’ College, Whitby. 


Organ, Piano and Harmony 
94 Gloucester Street 


WALTER DONVILLE 


Teacher of Violin 
Pupil of Prof. Carrodus, Trinity College, London, Eng. 





Bachanan St., and Toronte College of Music 


SIGNOR ED. RUBIN 


Pianoforte pupil of Moscheles and Thalberg, late principal 
professor a singing at the London Academy, London, Eng., 
fs now a resident of Toronto, and gives lessons in singing to 
ladies and gentlemen, amateur and professional studerts, 
and specially prepares pupils for ail branches of the musical 
lession—operatic, concerts and oratorios. Voice pro- 
ion is one of Signor Rubini’s specialties. Terms mod- 
erate. Circulars on application at residence, No. 7 Metcalf 
Street, or to Messrs. Nordheimer’s or Messrs. Suckling & 
Sens. Evening classes for gentlemen. 


V P. HUNT, PUPIL OF CARL 
* Reinecke, Graduate Leipzig Conservatory of Music, 
teacher of pianoforte, Toronto Conservatory of Music; 
director of music, Oshawa Ladies’ College ; organist, Zion 
Congregational Church ; teacher cf piano, organ and theory 
of music. Applications received at the Conservatory, cor- 
ner Yonge street and Wilton avenue, or residence, 150 
Wilton ave. 


R. W. EDGAR BUCK, Basso-Cantante 
Pupil of Manuel Garcia, London, Eng. Conductor 

** Toronto Vocal Society.” Voice Culture and Singing. In- 
struction for Oratorio, Opera and Concerts. 555 Church St. 


CANADIAN COLLEGE OF COM- 
MERCE. 


Incorporating Canadian Business University, Bengough’s 
Shorthand Institute, Warriner’s Courses of Higher Com- 
mercial Training. 

Most modern and thorough business course. Pioneer 
shorthand school. 800 graduates in good positions. Finest 
rooms and location. Most practical courses of instruction 


in Dominion. 
NIGHT CLASSES 


In Bookkeeping, Pena Arithmetic, Shorthand and 
Typewriting commence 1st Monday in October. 


Cor. ae Gerara} Bengough & Warriner 
Ss. H. CLARK 7 
ELOCUTIONIST 


(Open fog Concert engagements and evenings of Readings.) 
PRIVATE PUPILS IN ELOCUTION 
68 Winchester Street . - Toronto 


LOWE'S ACADEMY 














LOST 


All tendernese and soreness of the feet since we have been 
ying our 


T8= LEADER SAMPLE ROOM 


THE CHOICEST LINES OF 
WINES, LIQUORS AND CIGARS 
First-Class Restaurant in Oonnection 


E. SULLIVAN, Proprietor 
THE MERCHANTS’ RESTAURANT 


6 and 8 Jordan Street 
This well-known restaurant, having been recently en- 
larged and refitted, offers great inducements to the public. 
The Dining-room is commodious and the Bill of Fare care- 
fully arra and choice, while the WINES and LIQUORS 
are of the Quality, and the ALES cannot bs 
Telephone 1090. HENRY MORGAN, r. 


FOR OYSTER SERVED IN TRUE 


VIRGINIA 81 YLE 
CALL AT 


JAKE’S VIRGINIA RESTAURANT 


DOORS NEVER CLOSED 
Grand Opera House Building. Tel, 2060 


GEO. W. COOLEY, 567 Yonge St. 


IMPORTER OF 


WINES AND LIQUORS 


Wholesale and Retail 


Sole Agent for Florida Wines 
Telephone 3089 


UPERFLUOUS HAIR, MOLES, 
Warts, Birth Marks, and all facial blemishes perma- 
nently removed by electrolysis. 
DR. FOSTER, Electrician, 133 Church St. 


ME: THOMAS MOWBRAY 
Architectural Sculptor 
IN STONE AND WOOD 
BG Yonge Street Arcade 








|The Home Savings & Loan Co. Ltd. 


OFFICE: 78 CHURCH STREET, TORONTO 


$500,000 aes “Rasa eaten at tubeelee 


bu of mt. No valuation fee 
OF HON. FRANK SMITH, : JAMES MASON, 


BOOTS AND SHOES 


From that old reliable house of 


H. & C. BLACHFORD 


AMERICAN GOODS A PECIALTY 


Bookkeeping, Shorthand ¢ Typewriting 


278 Spadina Avenue and 184 
Parliament Street 


87 and 89 King St. East, Toronto 


PICKLES’ SHOES MADE TO ORDER 
HIGH CLASS. LOW PRICES 


Pupils are taught above subjects privately and thor- 
oughly for $5. 


RAND NATIONAL 
Hack and Coupe 
Stables, 108 Mutual St. 
Handsome turnouts 
with careful drivers 
any time day or night. 


Telephone 2104 





OUR STORE, 328 YONGE STREUT 
James Whitham & Co.'s 


CRLEERATED 


POLICE 








TRULY CALLED THE 


GREATEST 





8 MOR 
EXCURSIONS 


British Columbia, 


en Manager. 


DYE WORKS 


-Our Specialties — Ostrich Feathers, 
Kid Gloves, Ladies Dress Goods, Jack- 
ets, etc. 

A. JAMES, 153 Richmond Street West, Toronto 


ANADIAN 


PACIFIC Ky. 


Uive 
WAY 





Washington Territory, 


FOR THIS SPACE NEXT WEEK 


Something of special interest to 


ART - IN - DRESS 


Art Tailors - - 


438 YONGE ST. 


Would intimate to her customers and 


French Patterns in Millinery 


Flowers, Ribbons, &c. 
Of which she would solicit inspection. Also very hand- 


F, #- SEFTON 
DENTIST 


I72 Yonge Street, next door to Simp- 
son’s Dry Goods Store 
OMETHING NEW IN DENTISTRY 


Dr. Land’s Porcelain Fillings, Orowns and Sections. 
Also Continuous Gum Sets. operations known to 


modern dentistry 
CHAS. P. LENNOX 
Yonge Street Arcade - - Room B 
; Telephone 1846 


FETH WITH OR 





WITHOUT.A PLATE 


Best teetb on Rubber, $8.00. Vitalized air for painless 
extraction. Telephone 1476 
C. H. RIGGS, cor. King and Yonge 
PATTERSON & FENTON 
Dentists 


DOWN TOWN OFFICE 


141 YONGE ST. 


OFFIOB AND RESIDENCE 


169 COLLEGE ST. 


DR. MCLAUGHLIN 
DENTIST 


Corner College and Yonge Streets 
Special attention to the preservation of the natural teeth. 


‘Tt: KEERS-THE- HANDS-IN- BEAUTIFUL: CONDITION: 
+O. AND SORT-AS-‘WELVET-—©>- 


— 


LOOK 





those who appreciate 


TAYLOR & CO. 
89 Yonge St. 


OPP. CARLTUN STREET. 


MISS HOLLAND 


ladies that 
aebuucumtanakduene™ 


Together with novelties in 





Steamship, Rail and Boat Ageney 


| NIAGARA RIVER LINE 


Chicora and Cibola 


Lovely summer route to 
Buffalo, Niagara Falls, Cleveland, New 
York, Boston, Philadelphia, Washington 
ana all American Points 
ae attention given to Church end Society «xcur- 


si 
Ocean steamship tickets sold to England and 
nent. For full purtiouiags and tickets eo to sa 


ROBINSON & HEATH 
‘Custom House Brokers, 69} Yonge St. 


-! NEW MUSIC --: 


No Life Without Love Waltzes 
By Chas. Bohner...... Price 6Uc 













Reverie Musicale Valse 

By J. O. Swallow..... Price 503 
Move On Polka 

By Chas. Bohner........ Price 40 
Field Flowers Waltz 

By M. A. Weped.......Price 50c 





Every piece a gem. Ask your dealer 
for them or order direct from 
the publishers 


WHALEY, ROYCE & CO. 
MUSIC DEALERS 
158Yonge Street, Toronto 





McCAUSLAND & SON'S 
WALL PAPER 


IMPORTATIONS 


ARE UNEXCELLED FOR VARIETY AND BEAUTY 
OF DESIGN. ALL GRADE AND PRICES 


76 KING STREET WEST 
TORONTO 


White Enamel Letters 


__. FOR WINDOWS 
Caesar Bros.’ Patent. 


Th most conspicuc as and durable letter in the market. 
Not affected by light and frost. 


Conadian White Enamel Sign Co. 


4 Adelaide Street West. Toronto 
__ Agents wanted fn every an and Town in Dominion. 
H WILLIAMS & CO. 


SLATE AND GRAVEL RCOFERS 
4 Adelaide Street East 


Manufacturers and dealers in Roofing Materi Buil 
en Carpet Felt, &. ~~ lay Trinidad ‘Asphalt ne, 


MISS STEVENS 


Invites the early inspection of her 
new and fashionable stock of 


Millinery, Feathers 
y Flowers 
AND 


Fancy |Goods 


Mourning Millinery a 
Specialty 


251 Yonge Street 


Opp. Holy Trinity Church, Toronto, 


MISS PAYNTER, 


MILLINERY PARLORS 


NOW OPEN 








With all the Latest Novelties of the 
Season. 


No. 3 Rossin House Block, 


KING STREET WEST. 


THE SCHOOL OF CUTTING 


Teaching our New Tailor 
System of Dress and Mantle 





dren's garments. Perfect 
faction aseu: 
DRESSMAKING 


Our art. Perfection in Fi 

atte: a "Sean and 
in m 

Mantle making. = 


MILLINERY 
styles. Well as- 
sorted stock at reduced 


J.&A.CARTER 
372 Yonge St.,cor.W altom 
Established 1860 Terento 


(ne phe é OODS 7 


ey 


ras 








Rasy and Other Chairs 


Oregon and California | “diemmsting dept. ret-ciase management | OFAaWing and Dining-Rooms Suites, 
MEDICINE BOOTS Leave scadee {ipm.FRDAY, | Parlor, Office, Study and 
For men’s Fall and Winter _— : Other Furniture 
i” WORLD Moved ies tn (OO Nov. 14, 28 sas 
e many of the leading makers, | Qct, 3, 17, 31 Dec. 12, 26 These goods are manufactured by me, and are adapted to- 
Absoiutely Guaranteed to Cure Running through to Vancouver without change. oe Wy rob ay myth Te 
Tne public invited to investigate personally. Pamphlete, WALK — amp both design, quality of ax ade see 
Redocs Miorcbe’ Milter On, Listed, 150 ies ot lite For Bering end eit “Company, orate ° SPECTACLES - WELLIN OTT 
re Ho oon at sean panes Ww. R. CALLAWAY, sour tte, Figay oOpr nd dewedes 
tor th WM. WEST & CO., 246 Yonge Street! 110 xing strest West | 24 York Street, Toronto, J. 1S img fereet. West 170 King Street West - - Toronto 
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The Late Master, Dr. 


Franz Liszt, 


IF EVERY WOMAN 


Only knew the Comfort and Luxury 
wearing a 
Undervest what ills and discomforts 
would be avoided. No more colds, 
no rheumatism, or anything of the 
They are simply luxury and 
/ comfort combined. 

Unless the word “ Health” is plainly 
stamped on the vest you see, it will 
be only some inferior imitation. 

W. A. Murray keeps the genuine 


“HEALTH” 


Pronounced the 


[Mason a Risch PIANO! 


“EXCELLENT, MAGNIFICENT, UNEQUALLED,” 





Tone—Brilliant, Noble, 


Pure. 


Action—Reliable, Prompt, Exact. 


Desicn—Graceful, Artistic, in Good Taste. 


Durazitity—Thoroughly Tested by Years of Use. 


WAREROOMS 





Out of Town. 


HAMILTON. 
Society circles eving the past week have 
been very quiet, with the exception of a few 
J but the rest ot this month will be rather 


“Ta George Bristol gave a tea on Friday for 

her sister- in-law, Mrs. James White. 

r.and Mrs. P. D. Crerar ane family leave 
for England next week and will be absent dur- 
ing the winter. Miss Scott of England will 
accompany them, also Miss Bull, who intends 
visiting her brother, Dr. Bull in Paris. 

Mr. and Mrs. Hendrie have just arrived from 
England, where they have been spending the 
summer months with Miss Tina Hendrie, who 
will return from England next year. They 
have had a most enjoyab'e time, both in Scot- 
land and England. 

Rev. Henry Walters of New Orleans was in 
town last week and occupied the —_ of 
Christ Church Cathedral and the Church of 
Ascension. 

Mrs. and ofips M. Crawford leave for Scot- 
land shortly, to spend the winter there, 

+ Gerald ‘Or silly was in town last week 
fora few days and visited the Fair with his 
many friends here. 

Lady S nith, widow of the late Sir Albert 
Smith, is at the Royal, and has received many 
of her friends during her short stay. 

Sonator Sanford and Miss i Santora left 
for Europe, via New York, this week. Miss 
Sanford goes to complete her studies. 

Mr. Donald MacInnes left town for England 
last week on his annual trip, and expects to be 
gone some months. 

The Earl and Countess of Aberdeen left for 
Ortawa this week, and will soon set out on 
their journey to British Columbia. 

Mr, S. Baldwin of Toronto is speriding a few 
days in town, 

r. David Walker was in town last week 
and visited the exhibition. 

rs. and Miss Lottridge, Miss Grant, and 
Mr. Armour arrived home this week from 
abroad. They have visited Eagland, France, 
Germany and Switzerland, having had a most 
enjoyable trip 

r. Charles Bruce is in town from Chatham, 
N. B., on a short visit to his parents. 

Mr. A. Patterson has returned from New 
York where he has been spending his vaca- 
tion. 

Great sorrow has b2en expressed here at the 
sad news of Mr. Oliver Morphy’s tragic death 
in Lake Winnipes. He had many warm friends 
and was highly esteemed by all, SYLVIA. 


The combination band concert of the Queen’s 
Own Rifles with the XIII. Battalion Band of 
Hamilton at the Academy of Music on October 
13, promises to be a great success, Mr. Harold 


Jarvis will be the principal vocalist. 


nn rc 


The ladies of Canada will see something to 
interest them in the ene display of Fancy 
Dress Goods, Flowers, Ribbons on view at the 
Misses Johnston’ 3, 122 Kine street west, 


BACK AGAIN 


The Reiyniag Musical Sensation 
Pavilion, Oetober 10 and 11 


Matinee Saturday, Octobe: 11 


SWEDISH LADIES’ 
National Concerts 


A  octette of beautiful gicls with marvelous voices, ap- 
peari og ia the picturesq 1¢ costume of their native provinces 
and couatry, arranged by 

PROF. AUGUST EDGRIN 
Wigector Grand Royal Opera for the King of Sweden. 
Also recitations by the refi1ed and accomplished Boston 
humorist 








MELVIN R. DAY 
Tiskete (reserved seats) 50c, Plan of hall at Nordheimerv’. 


[NSTITU TI TE OF ELOCUTION 


Breadalbane Street 


Voice Culture, seam Oratorical and Shakespearean 
Studies. Gesticulation. 


RICHARD LEWIS 
Author of ‘‘ Dominion Elocutionist,” ‘‘ How to Read,” eto. 


M&. W. E. FAIRCLOUGH 

Fellow of the College of O-ganists, Loadon, E.r., 
and Organist and Choirmaster of All Saints’ Church, To- 
ronto, is prepared to give lessons in Organ and Piano play- 
ing, Siagiog, Harmony, &>, 

Mr. Fairclough Undersakes to prepare candidates for 
musical exam'nations. Addreass— 

TORONTO COLLEGE OF MUSIC. 





32 KING STREET WEST, 
653 QUEEN STREET WEST, 


TORONTO. 





Grand Opera House 


THREE NIGHTS ONLY 


Commencing Thursday, October 9 
With Saturday Matinee 
Mrs. FRANCES ecu * = Beautiful Dram- 


Little Lord Fauntleroy 


With the Original Company 


Under the personal management of Mr. T. H. French. 


Sale of seats begins Tuesday, October 7. 
Prices—Night, 25c0., 507, 750. and $1. 
600. and 75>. 


QUEEN’S OWN RIFLES OF CANADA 


GRAND COMBINED BAND CONCERT 
Academy of Music, Monday, Oct. 13 


BY BANDS OF TH 
XI Battalion, en ‘and the Queen's Own 


ja 
Assist :d by Mr. — JARVIS 
were a admission 25c. Reserved seats 
503. rved at Messen & Risch’s on Thurs- 
day, October 3 as 10 ate Checks issued at 8 a.m. same 
morning 


RECITAL 


MISS 


JESSIE ALEXANDER 


IN NEW RE READINGS 
ASSOCIATION HALL 


Tuesday, Octo ber 7 


Admission 25c. Reserved 5 
_ Plan opens at Not Nordheimers’ rdhelmere” Tuseday, Se September 30. 


HAMMOND'S FURS 


Alaska Sable Furs 
Beaver Furs 

Seal Furs 

Persian Lamb Furs 
Astrachan Furs 

Fur Capes 

Fur Walking Jackets 
Fur Storm Collars 


HAMMOND 


THE FURRIER 


Matinee, 25c., 





129 Yonge Street, Toronto| 


BRONCHITIS % ut ! nS WHOOPING 


HOARSENESS COUGH. 





Brand 




















DRESS GOODS 
VELVETEENS 
MANTLES 


MohKOWN & GO. 


GREAT SALE 


OF 


Dress Goods, Velveteens & Mantles 


NOW IN FULL BLAST. 


Enormous Bargains for Everyone 
for Next Ten Days 


Don’t Miss This Opportunity 


1,000 pieces Dress Goods. 

300 boxes Velveteens 

1,0000 Mantles and Jackets, bought at 60c. on 
the dollar, selling from one-third to one-half less 
than regular prices. We have no time to give 
prices here, but ask you to call and examine 
the enormous bargains in these goods. 

We must close out this large purchase at 
once, and we need the room for our regular 
importations., | 


McKEOWN & CO.! 


182 Yonge Street 





CARD 


I take much pleasure in intimating 
to my patrons and the public generally 
that I have just received my Fall and 
Winter importations, comprising Scotch 
and Irish Tweeds, Black and Fancy 
Worsteds for Suitings, Venetians, 
Beavers and Melton Overcoatings, aud 
an exceptionally fine line of Trouser- 
ings which are now open, and would 
ask your early inspection. 

Tha Fashionable West End Tailor, 

HENRY A. TAYLOR. 


119 King Street West. 


PAVILION MUSIC HALL 
TUESDAY, OCTOBER 14, AT 8 P.M. 
SIGNOR ED. RUBINI 


Has the honor to announce his 


SECOND ANNUAL EVENING CONCERT 


On which occasion several of bis Pupils will appear, whose 
names will be found in the Programme. He will be also 
kindly assisted by the following distinguished artists ; — 
F. D’ Auria, Soprano; Miss Louie Gordon, Pianist ; 
Guiseppe Dinelli, Violincello. Conduotor, Sig. Ed. ‘Rubio 

Res -rved seats 75c. and 50c. Admisien 250. 

Tickets now ready at Nordheimers’, or at Signor Rubinf?'s 
re idence, 7 Metcalfe Street, Toronto. 





will be sacrificed 


Regardless of Cost or Value 


during the months of 


OCTOBER--NOVEMBER---DECEMBER 


Commencing Monday Next at 10 O’clock Sharp 


Hotel keepers and boarding-house keepers, contractors, 
heads of institutions, buying in quantities should attend this 
EXTRAORDINARY SALE, as by doing so a saving of from 15 to 25 per 
cent. can be affected. 


7 and 9 King Street East, four Doors from Yonge 





Our stock of Boys’ Suits is 
most complete, and we invite 
the attention of parents to the 
elegant styles shown exclus- 
ively by us. ‘‘ Boys are hard 
on their clothes” is a remark 
frequently heard, and in con- 
sequence of this we pay 
special attention to the quality 
and durability of the goods 
sold by us. 


OAK HALL! 


115, 117, 119, 121 King St. East 


Toronto, Ont. 
W. RUTHERFORD __ Manager 


DRESSMAKERS’ | 
Magic Scale 


The Tailor System of Cut- 
ting Improved and 
Simplified 


COMPLETE IN ONE PIECE 
MISS CHUBB, Gen. Agt. 


Waist Linings and Dresses Cut. 
onssTS Mapg To OrpseR. Satisfac- 
tion guaran 


426 1- 2 Yonge St. 


(Just south of — 


SEND TO 


HARRY WEBB’S| 


ror ESTIMATES For | 
Dinners | 
At Homes 
Weddings 





Banquets 
Ball Suppers 
Receptions, etc. 


EVERY MINUTLZ 


66-68 and 447 Yonge St., Toronto | 


g€U THE BON MARCHE 


GRAND ANNOUNCEMENT 
1890=FALL AND WINTER-= 1890 


$200,000.00 WoRTH OF 


FIRST-CLASS STAPLE AND FANCY DRY GOODS 








OUR 
Terrific Gut on Prices 


Did the work, and produced a crowd of 
buyers large enough, enthusiastic enough 
and liberal enough to overwhelm less cap- 
able merchants than ourselves, and proved 
to the people that our great 


$2.75 


BOYS’ SUIT SALE 


Was a genuine Bonanza for the citizens of 
Toronto. Although our sales have been 
enormous, we have still about 


290 


OF THE 1,000 LOT LEFT 


But they are going fast. If you are wanting 
a bargain now is the time. 

Boys’ Suits, regular prices $3.50, $4, 
$4.50, $5, $5.50 and $6, 


ALL GO FOR 


$2.75 


219 and 221 Yonge Street 


Corner Shuter Stre- 


THIS WEEK 


We opened our fall stock of Men’s 
and Boys’ Clothing, the largest and 
finest selected stock in the West 
End, and sold at prices within the 
reach of all, and fit to wear in the 
factory or in the church. Beauti- 
fully assorted, well bought, and all 
guaranteed as represented. Have 
you ordered your overcoat yet ? 


T. K. ROGERS, Men’s Clothier, 
522 “Queen St. West 


: FINE TAILORING 


I have just received a full as- 
sortment of all the latest nov- 
elties in Suitings, Trouserings, 
Overcoatings, etc., purchased 
from the best markets for the 
Fall trade. Gentlemen requir- 
ing a first-class, perfect-fitting 
Suit or Overcoat, should not 
fail to call on 


JOHN J. TONKIN 


COR. YONGE & RICHMOND, TORONTO. 
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HENRY C. FORTIER 
ISSUER OF MARRIAGE LICENSES 


Office 16 Victoria Street. Evenings, 57 Murray Street. 
OSEPH LAWSON, Issuer of Marriage 


Licenses. 
Office, 4 King Street East. 
Evenings at residence, 461 Church Street. 


EVE Issuer of Mar- 
wt dentine on ene as West, between Port- 


land Bathurst Streets. Open from 8 a.m. to 10 p.m. 
Residence 


, 258 Bathurst Street. 


__Residence, 258 Bathurst Stree, 
GE>°. EAKIN, Issuer of Marriage Licenses 


Court House, Adelaide Street 
and 146 Cariton Street 


The Cradle, the Altar and the Tomb 


Births. 

STARK—At Toronto, on September 25, Mrs. T. H. Stark 
— son. 

ROSS—At Oshawa, on September 29, Mrs. Robert Ross— 
a daughter. 

BAILLIE—At Toronto, on September 25, Mrs. James E. 
Baillie—a d -ughter. 

WEBBER—At Toronto, on September 23, Mra. B. C. 
Webber—a daughter. 

JOLLIFFE—At Toronto, on September 27, Mrs. George 
H. Jolliffe—a daughter. 

DENTON—At Toronto, on September 25, Mrs. H. Denton 
—a daughter 

DAVIES—At Toronto, on September 23, Mrs. Thomas 
Davis—a son. 

SHAW —At Deloraine, Manitoba, on September 2), Mrs 
Charles © Shaw—a daughter. 

CLELAND—At Toronto, on September 24, Mrs. G. S. 
Cleland—twin daughters. 

BOISSEAU—at New York, on September 18, Mrs. Edward 
Boisseau—a daughter. 

GORDON—At Toronto, on September 30, 
Lockhart Gordon—a son. 

HARPER—At Toronto, on September 28, Mrs. A. Harper 








—a& eon. 

WILLIAMSON—At Toronto, on September 27, Mrs. Wil- 
liam Williamson—a daughter. 

WATTS—At Toronto, on September 23, Mrs. A. P. Watts 
—a 800. 

THOMSON—At Toronto, on September 22, Mrs W. J. 
Thomson—a son. 

BOULTER—At Toronto, on September 21, Mrs. Harry 
Boulter—a daughter. 

BLACK WELL—At Hill House, Peterboro, on September 
26, Mrs. William Blackwell—a son. 

MUNRO—At Toronto, on Oostober 1, 
Munro—a daughter. 

BROWN—At Toronto, on September 26, Mrs. W. J. 
Brown—a son. 

PATERSON—At London, on September 26, Mrs. Harry 
C. Paterson—a daughter. 


Marriages. 

JOHNSON—BOAKES—At Toronto, on September 23, 
Benjamin Johnson to Sarah Boakes 

JOHNSTON—GRAHAM— At Goderich, on September 23, 

Fred W. Johnston to Lena Graham. 
BOOTH—MILLER—At West Liberty, Ohio, on Septem- 
ber 24, Arthur G Booth of Toronto to Addie A. Miller. 

COOPER—PHILLIPS—At Cobourg, on September 29, 

William John Cooper of Killarney, Man., to Jane Phillips. 
MAY—THOMPSON—At Toronto, on September 29, 
Edwin Newton May of Reading, Berkshire, England, to 
Mabel Elizabeth Thompson. 
CROMARTY—PARKER—At Toronto, on September 25, 
Robert B. Cromarty to Sara A. Parker. 

TAYLOR—BROWN—At Toronto, on Septemb:2r 24, Alex. 
T. Taylor to Carrie A. Brown? 

WADE—CVOTES—At Toronto, Henry Wade of Kingston, 
to Minnie Cootes. 

OAKLEY—HAY—At Toronto, on September 16, Dr. J. 
W. Oakley to Bella M. Hay. 

LINDSAY—SELBY—At Toronto, on September 24, Rev. 
W. Liadsay of Oil Springs, Michigan, to Lillie L Selby. 

McCRAE—MARSHALL—At Niagara Falls, N.Y., on 
ee 27, Andrew J. McCrae to Agnes Marshall. 

URNER—MICKi.EBOROUGH—At St. Thomas, Ont., 
on September 25, Frederic Arnoldi Turner of Toronto, to 
Agnes Blanch Beatrice Mickleborough. 

WALKER —FRASER—At Detroit, on September 24, Her- 
bert B Walker of Windsor, to Annabella Fraser of Cobourg. 

WARREN—RITCHIE—At Toronto, on September 25, 
William Charles Warren to Euphemia Ritchie. 

ANDERSON—PERCIVAL—At Richmond Hill, on Sep- 
tember 24, Robert A. Anderson of Vancouver, B.C., to 
Alice A. Percival. 

BALFE—DOYLE—At Toronto, on September 25, William 
J. Balfe of Port Arthur, to Mamie Doyle. 

FRANKE—ROGERS—A4t Toronto, on September 24, A. 
A. Franke of Fort Wayne, Ind., to Kate Rogers. 

MILLAR— McCALLU M—AtG adstone, North Dorchester, 
on September 25, John Millar to Kate McCallum. 

SHEPARD —LACKIE - At Toronto, on September 24, Eli 
Shepard to Ida E. Lackie. 

LaABELLE— BUTTER #ORTH—On September 23, James 
8. LaBelle to Fiora T. Butterworth 

CAMERON-— CAMPLIN—At Toronto, on September 25, 
Robert Henderson Cameron to Lottie Camplin. 

LEPPARD—JACKSON—At Toronto, on September 25, 
8: Leppard to Lizzie Jackson, = 

HERRON~—BEE—At Chéstér, 6n September 17, John W. 
Herron to Swiftie Bee. 

McKENZIE —McPHERSON—At Poplar Hill, on Septem- 
ber 25, George McKenzie, M.D., of Exsex Center, to Minnie 
McPherson. 

ASHDOWN—HIRONS—At Winnipeg, on September 10, 
Viocent E. Ashdown to Edith Hirons of Windsor, Ont. 

HEN DERSON—SRIGLEY—At Toronto, on September 
27, J. J. Henderson to Carrie E. Srigley. 

McKEE—VANCE—At Toronto, on October 1, 
Mc Kee to Clara Vance. 

CONGER—WOOD—At Toronto, on 
Charles 8. Conger to Nellie May Wood. 

RUSE—McCULLAGH—At Toronto, on September 24, 
Prof, Charles Ruse to Rosalie Sydney McCullagh. 


Deaths. 


MORPHY—Drowned on Lake Winnipeg, on or about 
September %, Harry Oliver Morphy of Toronto, aged 31 
years. 

“ RACEY—At Tuscarora, on September 24, Susan Racey, 
aged 75 vears. 

WARD—At Toronto, on September 26, George Ward, 
aged 19 years 

TEVIOTDALE—At Toronto, on September 22, Frederick | 
Joseph Teviotdale, aged 23 yeari. 

MILNE—At Toronto, on Sebtember 24, Alexander Milne, 
aged 84 years 

CREYS—At Toronto, on September 25, Jane Creys, aged 
63 years. 

SISLEY—At Toronto, on Saptember 
Sisley of Maple aged 27 years. 


Mrs. Newbury 





Thomas 


September 15, 





29, Mrs. Euston 


STE THEM—At Peterborough, on September 27, Catherise 
Beatrice Stethem, aged 16 years. 

BOWN—As Brantford, on September 26, John Young 
Bown, M.RC.S E, aged 69 years 

GOUDMAN —At St. Catharines, on September 25, Mrs. 
Edwin Goodman, aged 52 years. 

MILLAR—At London, Ont., on September 26, Thomas | 
Millar, aged £0 years. i 

MURPHY—At Toronto, on Septemter 26, James Murphy, 
aged 63 years 





REI 0—At Everett, on Septernber 20, Alexander N. Reid, 
aged 25 years. 

ROGERS— At Toronto, on September 26, Harriette Rogers. 

CARROLL—At Toronto, on September 28, Nathaniel Car- 
roll, aged 85 years. 

CRANE—At Toronto, on September 30, Mrs. Samuel 
Crane, aged 44 years. 

KAY—At Goderich, on September 25, Euphemia Cam- 
eron Kay, aged 35 years. 

McCANN—At Toronto, on September 30, John McCann, 
aged 89 years. 

McMAHON—At Port Dalhousie, on September 30, Hey- 
wood McMahon, aged 17 years. 

WALKER—At Toronto, Henry Walker, aged 76 years 

IMRIE—At Spencerville, on September 25, Mary Imrie, 
aged 64 years. 

DOUG 4LL—At Windsor, on September 25, 
Dougall, aged 54 years. 


Francis J. 





W™. MILLS, LDS, DDS. Sc KBIRAN @ McADAM 


OFFICES AND YARDS—559 Queen St. West and 737 to 741 Queen St. West 
Telephone 


North Cor. Yonge and Albert Streets. 
Street, Toronto. 


DF J. FRANK ADAMS, Dentist 
325 College Street 


Entrance 4 Albert 


Telephone 2278. ToRONTO 


R. A. F. WEBSTER, Dental Surgeon 
Goid Medalist in Practical Dentistry R. C. D. S$. 
Offise—N. E. cor. Yonge and Bloor, Toronto. } 
G L. BALL, DENTIST 
: Honor Graduate of Session '83 and ’84. 
74 Gerrard Street East, Toronto. —‘ Tele. 2266 
G. ADAMS 


. DENTIST 
346 Yonge St.; entrance, No. 1 Elm St. Tel. No. 2064. 


H. BARITTA MULL 


School of Voice Culture and Singing 
Opens September 1 














The method used in voice-building is thet of the old 
Italians, the object of which is to obtain pure and beautiful 
singing. Mr. Mull, formerly a pupil of Signor Bariii, 
br@ther and teacher of the famous prime donne Adelina 
and Carlotta Patti. 

VOICE TESTED FREE OF CHARGE. 


Room 20, new building corner of Yonge and Gerrard Sta. 









MANTL 











Direct from the best tail 
England, very cheap. 


33, 35 and 37 King Street East 





PROF. THOMAS’ 





ACADrMyY 


Late of 203 Yonge, has opened his new and elegant 
Academy, 244 Yonge street, corner of Louisa. Our new 
premises will allow us to give greater advantages this sea- 
son, having three larga rooms and Calisthenics Hall above 
the Academy, which will be devoted to the use of pupils. 
The latest American and English dances will be taught in 
rapid euccession. Ladies’ and gentiemen’s classes now 
forming. The public are invited to come and view the de- 
lightful premises from 10 a.m. to 12 m., till farther notice. 


$23.50 


BEDROOM SUITE 


with Bevel, British MIRROR PLATE, 
square or circular, beautifully fin 
ished in ANTIQUE for above price. 


You should secure one of those 
plums. 


R. POTTER & CO. 


Cor. Queen and Portland Sts. 


Telephone 1384 





LARGEST AND BEST ASSORMENT OF 


EVA 


At 20 per cent. less than any other house in the city. All 
stones warranted as represented. 


GEC. EI RORET| 


| 
Manufreturing Jeweler 
81 King Street East. onn. Toronto Stren 











MRIiNDLINSG 


00 BUNDLES FOR $1.00 
TEU TTC UE LURE G ER 


TORONTO, ONT 
ucturers and Shippers of Shingles 


ag eth. 
ele aX 





TORONTO SATURDAY NIGHT. 
R. WALKER & SONS’ 


STOCKED TO OVERFLOWING WITH 


NEW AUTUMN GOODS) 


Jackets in various styles, in Cloth or 
Serge, both in black and all new colors, 
including navy, terra cotta, browns, 
myrtle, etc., with Empire Sleeve and 
Stuart Collar. 

ULSTERS, with separate capes, in 
"Cloth or Serge, Velvet or Plush Empire 
Sleeve, in black, navy, fawns, myrtle, etc 


DOLMANS, braided and applique, in Fine Satin 
ur. w. u.| Cloth, also Silk and Plush, with Matalasse Combination. 


R. WALKER & SONS 


; 18, 20 and 22 Colborne Street 





Jor ladies and children at low prices. 










J. & J. LUGSDIN 


Fashionable Furriers 


Short Sealskin Jackets 
Long Sealskin Coats 
Sealskin Dolmans 
Fur-lined Overcoats 
Fur-lined Circulars 
Seal and Persian Lamb Capes 


FUR GLOVES, FUR MATS, ROBES, Etc. 
J. & J. LUGSDIN 


101 Yonge S treet 


E DEPARTMENT 

















Manufacturers, - - s 





A full line of the leading English and American Silk and Felt. 
Hats always instock. A large consignment of Lincoln & Bennett's 
celebrated London Hats just arrived. ome 


MANTLE DEPARTMENT 


JUST RECEIVED 


» 800-% 
GERMAN SAMPLE MANTLES 


No Two Alike. New and Very Stylish 


In order to make room for our regular stock we will give 26 per cent. 
off every Coat bought this month, 


A deposit of $2 will secure one. 


THE GOLDEN CROWN 


240 and 242 Yonge Street 


THE ALLIANCE 
Fall Hosiery and|BOND AND INVESTMENT COMPANY 


Underwear 1 are eee 
a INCORPORATED FEB. 27, 1800 - CAPITAL, $1,000,000 


GENERAL OFFICES: 
27 and 29 Wellington Street East 34 and 36 Front Street East 
25c. and 30c. per pair. Extra heavy, with TORONTO 


double heels and toes, at 3 pairs for $1. Tate Cons <aiuics ikl Tie detail’; tak wean » ‘ o : sah tes 
Pe 3 P pany undertakes agencies every on, , such as carrying out issues of ca 
Ladies’ Black Ribbed Cashmere Hose, at 3 companies and others, conversion of railway and other securities. Will give careful ottention te management of estates, 
pairs for $1. Very best quality, 3 pairs for | collection of loans, rents, interest, dividends, debts, mo debentures, bonds, bills, notes, coupons and other securi 
$1.50. ties. Will act as agents for issuing or countersigning certificates of stock, bonds, or other obligations. 

Receives and invests sinking funds and invests moneys generally for others and offers the beet terms therefor. 

Every dollar invested with or through this Company earns the highest returns and is absolutely safe. 

All investments are guaranteed. 

THE INVESTMENT BONDS of the Seer are issued in amounts of $100 and upward ard ¢ fler unparalleled induce 
ments for accumulative investments of small amounts, monthly, or at larger pericds for terms of years frcm five upwards, 
and the investor is not only absolutely protected against loss of a single doliar, but can rely upon the largest returne con- 
sistent with security. 

Correspondence solicited and promptly replied to. 


The Alliance Bond and Investment Company of Ontario (Limited) 


TORONTO, ONT. 


HEINTZMAN & CO. 









ors in Germany, France and 




























Come and have first choice. 








S. W. Cor. Yonge and Queen 

















Examine Our Prices and Values 


Ladies’ Plain Black Cashmere Hose, at 20-., 


Misses’ Black Cashmere Hose, ribbed and 
plain, at wholesale prices. 

Boys’ Heavy Ribbed Cashmere Hose, with 
double heels, toes and knees. This is 1 
special make ; see them. 

Ladies’ Fine Ribbed Wool Vests in Natural 
— White, short sleeves, at 75c.; long sleeves 
at $1, 

Ladies’ Shetland Lambs’ Wool Vests, at 7éc., 
$1 and $1.25, 


Fine Scotch Lambs’ Wool Combination Suits 








Gent’s Furnishings and Underwear 


Of every description. Our prices are lower 
than those quoted by any other house in 





Canada, »= M a “ MANUFAOTURERS OF 
(Depariments—Yonge Street entrance, near 
door.) 


R simpsons/PIANOFORTES 


S. W. cor. Yonge and Queen GRAND, SQUARE AND UPRIGHT. 









COAL AN 


WHOLESALE AND RETAIL 
COAL—Very finest qualities in the market of Egg, Grate, Stove, Chestnut and 


Soft Coal. 
WwooD—Hard and Soft. 


100 Bundles Kind 





ELIAS ROGERS 


All kinds constantly on hand. 













The oldest and most 
reliable Piano Manu- 
faci\urers in the Do- 
Minion. 


Our written guaran- 
tee for five years ac- 
companies each Piano 


D WOOD 


Their thirty-six 
yeers’ record the bes: 
guarantee of the ex 
cellence of their in 
struments. 


Illustrated Catalogue 
free on application. 


ling Wood for $1 









1170 








| 
| 






BUY THE 


Celebrated Lehigh Valley 


COAL 
ONTARIO COAL CO. 














FROM THE 


OLNOYOL 
‘LSAM “LS ONIX 02 


GENERAL OFFICE: Esplanade, Foot of Church Street. 


BRANCH OFFICES: 728 Yonge Street, 10 King Street East, Quee 
Street West and Subway, Corner Bathurst Street and C. P. R’y. 








